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Much ado about Nothing * 


DRAMATIS PERSON EZ. | 
Den PEN o, wer Lange 


: 


e 
11 Friar, Make — | 
| | Town-Clerk, Sexton, and At- 
I gendants. 

S C EN EB Meins in Sicily. 

EP © BEAT L 

A court before Leonato's houſe. 
Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a meſſenger. 
* LEARN in this letter, that Don Pedro of 


comes this night to Meſina. 
Meß. He is very near by this; he was 
not three leagues off when I left him. 
Leon. How many gentlemen have you loſt in this 
action ? 


Mef. But few of any fort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itſelf, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers; I find here, that Don Pedro 
hath beſtowed much honour on a young Florentine, 
called Claudio. 

| Meff.. Much deſerved of his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro: he hath borne himſelf be- 


| * The ſtory from Arioſto, Orl. Fur. I. 3. Mr Pope. 
Vor. II. A 
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2 Much ado about Nothing. Ad .. 
the promiſe of his doing in the figure of a 

=. pot nag ce, + Fr In oe ng 
ter'd expectation, than you muſt expect of me to tell 


you how. 


Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meſſina will be very 


much glad of it. 


. fifrereit dm Kevhure, end cc 
much joy in lum; even-fo much, that joy 


could not hes irlelf modeſt enough, without a badge 


of bitterneſs. 
Leon. Did he kenak ant jnns wears ? 
en great meafure. 


1 8 of kindneſs. There are no 
faces truer than thoſe that are fo waſhed. How much 
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ! 
Beat. I pray you, is Signior Montanto * returned 
from the wars, or no? 


none ſuch in the army of any fort. 

Los. When tb ie than youy os tou. niece ? 
Hero. My couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 
Mel. Oh, he's return'd, ature. rag ever he 

was. 

Bear. He fer up his bills here in Meſſina, and chal- 

; and my uncle's fool, read- 

for Cupid, and challenged 


rn „I pray you, how many hath 


enen 
* hath he ilk d? for indeed I promis d to eat all of 
„ his killing.“ 

Leon. Faich, niece, you tax Signior Benedick too 


much; but he'l] be meet with you, I doubt it not. 


Mef. He hath done good ſervice, Lady, in theſe wars. 

Heut. You had muſty victuals, and he hath holp 
to eat it; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath 
« an excellent Romach,” 

Mes. And a good ſoldier too, Lady. 


Beat. {nd a good foldier to a lady ? but what is he 


to a lord? 


* She gives him this name, to ridicule in him 8 


2 bluſtering 
14 Sword, 25 


Mes. I know none of that name, Lady; there was 
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upon him like a 
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and you encounter it. 


Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſs 


of your Grace: for trouble being gone, comfort ſhould 


remain; but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 


Padre. You embrace your charge ta wig; 1 
think this is your 
Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, . 
Leon. Signior Benedick. no; for ada wats 


Pedro. You have it full, Benedick; we may guels 
by this what you are, being a man : truly the 
thers herſelf; be happy, Lady, for you are like an ho- 
nourable father. . 


Nr. th 


„. 
I had rather hear my dog „ 
fx car he loves me. 
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my fimple true judgment ? or 
fo me ſpeak after my cuſtom, as being a 
* 20 their ſex ? nth 4 
6 - -Claud. No, thee, fo 
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6 Mach ade about Nach. AR. 1. 
* her, that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhe were un- 
% handſome; and being no other but as ſhe is, I do 
« not like her.” 

Claud. 8 
reer 

Claud. n 


ele d with fuch a fury, exceeds her as mach in beauty, 


n if Hero would be 

Bene. Ist come to this, in faith? hath not the 
one man, but he will wear his cap with fuſyicion 
I never fee a bachelor of threeſcore again? Go ta, 
i faith, if thou wilt needs thruſt thy neck into a yoke, 
wear the print of it, and fo A Look, 
Don Pedro is return'd to feek you. 


SCENE IV. 


Pedra. What ſecret hath held you here, that you fol- 
Jow'd not to Leonato's houſe ? 

| Bene. 1 your Grace would conſtrain me to tell. 
Piedra. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 
Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I can be ſeeret as a 


Jegiance, mark you this, on my allegiance be is 
in love; with whom? now that is your Grace's part: 
mark, how ſhort his anfwer is, with Hero, Leonato's 
ort daughter. 

Claud. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 


Eee. Like the old tale, ray Lord, it is not fo, nor 


teves 1 loſe more 
with drink- 
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Pedro. My love is thew to teach, teach it but 


how, 
And thou ſhalt fee how apt it is to learn FRET 
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80 Much ads about Nothing. 13 
Beat. Too curs'd is more than curs d. I ſhall leſſen 
God's ſending that way; for it is faid, God ſends a 
curs'd cow ſhort horns ; but to a cow too curs d, he 
fends none. 
Leon. So, by being too curs'd, God will fend you no 
Beat. Juſt if he ſend me no huſband ; for the which 


bleſſing I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening. Lord ! I couid not endure a huſband with a 


beard on his face, I had rather ke in wollen. 


Leon. You may light upon a huſband that hath no 
beard. 


Beat. Yes, faith, it is my coufin's duty to make 


ceurtſy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſes you; but yet for all 


chat, couſin, let him be a handſome fellow, or elſe make 
a— and 5 K me. 

V niece, td one day fitted 
Beat. Not till God make men of ſome other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over- 
maſter d with a piece of valiant duſt ? to make account 
of her life to a clod of wayward marie ? No, uncle, 
Fl none; Adam's fons are my brethren, and, truly, 1 
hold it a fin to match in my kingred. 

Lean. Well then, go you into hell. 
Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will the devil meet me, 


mean eld cuckold, wich his horns on his head, and fay, Get you 


to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heav'n, here's no place for 
maids. > les ds. OO NS on 
heav'ns ; he ſhews me where the bachelors fit, and there live we 
as merry as the day is long. | # 
Ant. Well, niece, Cc. SE 
Vor. II. B 
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Daughter, remember, what I told you; if the 
folicit you in that kind, you know your an- 
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repentance, and with his bad legs falls 
to the cinque - pace faſter and faſter, till he finks into 


14 


Pedro. Lady, will you walk with your friend? 
Hero. So you walk foftly, and look fweetly, and:fay 
nothing, I am your's for the wall, and eſpecially when 


Hero. When I like your favour; for God d 

the lute ſhould be like the caſe! 
Pedro. My viſor is Philemon's roof; within the houſe 

is Jove. 
Hero, , then your viſor ſhould be thatch'd. 
Pedro. Speak low, if you ſpeak love *. 
Balth. Well; I would you did like me. 

a= E 


qualities. 
* . Which is one? 


» This ſeems to be a line quoted from a forg or „ 
eompmonly known at that time. 


F + 


b 
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Balth. No more words, the clerk is anfwer'd. 
Urf. I know you well enough; you are Signior An- 
toni 10 ! 


Urf. Come, come, do you think I do not know you 
by your excellent wit ? can virtue hide itſelf ? Go to, 
mem, you are he; graces will appear, and there's an 


16 Much ads about Nothing. A u. 


Beat. Do, do; he'll but break a compariſon or two 
on me; which, peradventure, not mark'd, or not 
laugh'd ar, ſtrikes him into melancholy, and then there's 
a partridge-wing fav'd, for the fool will eat no 


Bene. In every thing. 
Beat. Nay, if rhey lead to any ll I will leave them 
22 | [Exeunt. 


SCENE. II. 

Zohan, Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
Rath withdraws her father to break with him about it; 
the ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains. 
. — Creel 


„c 
Clau d. You know me well, I am he. 
Fan. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
hoe, he is enamour'd on Hero: I pray you, diſſuade 
hiri from ker, ren 
do the part of an honeſt man in it. 

Claud. How know ye he loves her? 

Jaùu. I heard him fwear his afefion, 
Zara. So id Ir, and be Fore he woakd an her 
to-night. 
Fab. Come, let us te the 

ins Jive ant Ber. 


Claud. Fhus anſwer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear this ill neus with the ears of Claudio. 
*Tis certain fo, the Prince wooes fc himſclf. 

Fri is conſtant in all other things, 

Save in the office and affairs of love; 

| Therefore all hears in love uſe your own dasz 1 


This is an accident of hourly —4 
Which miſt ruſted not. — the, Hero! 


| Enter Benedick. 
ene. Count Claudio ? f 


42 night. We muſt follow the leaders. Lunge with. a. 


1 
0 
7 
0 


be 
; 


8 4218 5 


nd | 
it; y you leave me. 5 
now ſtrike like the blind 8 
2279 boy that ſtole your meat, and you'll beat the 
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Se. 5. Much ado about Nothing. 
of Alia; bring you the length of Prefter John's foot 
fetch you a hair off the great Cham's beard; is you 
any ambaſſage to the pigmies, rather than hold three 
words conference with this harpy. You have no em- 
for me? . 

Pedro. None, but to deſire your good company. 
Bene. O God, Sir, here's a difh I love not. I can- 
not endure this Lady Tongue. 

Pedro. Come, Lady, come; ls 
of Signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my Lord, he lent it me a while, and 
pn Gays oy Hy 4 a double heart for 2 ſingle one; 
marry, once before he won it of me with falſe dice, 
therefore your Grace may well fay I have loſt it. 
Pedro. You have put him down, Lady, you have 
put him down. 

Beat. 80 L would not he ſhould do me, my Lord, left 
I ſhould prove the mother of fools. I have brought 
Count Claudio, whom you fent me to ſeek. 


* * * 
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Deat. Speak, Count, 'tis your eue 
Cuaud. Dr 3 
to Wu gry my yn Lady, as 
NOV eier 
A you, and Goat upon the c 


get- 
7 Rr you? your 
f a maid could come by 


Hath your Grace ne'er a brother like 
excellent huſbands, if 


ung. 
father got 


— 


8 


your Grace is too coſtly to wear 


i befeech 


your Grace pardon me, I 


all mirth, and no matter. 


the melancholy 


I cry you mercy, uncle: by your Grace's par- 
ſhe is never ſad but when the flee 


1 
don. 


ps; and not 


[Exit Beatrice. 
9 
my daughter fay, the 


my Lord 


ever fad then; for I have heard 


C ²·ÜW•]•ũ ?! 


_ 
, 


wak'd herſelf 


Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a huſband. 
Len. O, by no means, ſhe mocks all her wooers out 


nedick and the 
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Kn my Lord, if they were but a week 
marry'd, they would talk themſelves mad. 

Pedro. Count Claudio, wu mon you w gn. 
church ? 

Claud. — my Let; time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. 
Leon. Not till Monday, my dear fon, which is henee 
a juſt feven-niglkt ; and a time too brief 00 to have ail 


things anſwer my mind. 


Pedra. Come, you ſhake the head at fo long a 
breathing; but I warrant thee, Claudio, the time thall 
not go dully by us. P will in the interim undertake one 
of Herculcs's labours; which is, to bring Signior Be- 
"Beatrice into a mountain of af- 
ſection the one with the other. I wouid fain have it a 
match; and I doubt not to faſhion it, if you three will 
but miniſter ſuch aſ:ftance as I ſtall give you dircctich. 
 £eon. My Lord, er e ee eee 


nights wa 


| tchings, 
Claud. And I, my Lord. | 
e | 
Hero. I will do any modeſt office, my Lord, to help 
my couſin to a good hulband. 
"_ And Benedick is not the unhopefulleſt huſband | 
that I know, Thus far I can praiſe him, he is of a 


nable ſtrain, of approv'd valour, and confirm'd honeſty, 


I will teach you how to humour your couſin, that ſhe 
all full in love with Pendick and I, with y a 
practiſe an Benedick, in g| 
8 ueaſy W . x7 
love with Beatrice. 1 — 4 
longer an archer, his glory ſhall be ours, for we are the 
A Go in with me, and I will tell you my 


[Excunt. 
SCENE VE. 


Changes to another apartment in Leonato's houſe. 
Jobs. Te is 6, the Count Clanio hall marry the 


oy +7 Yea, <q; bat I can croſs ir 
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Much ado about Nothing. „ Ad n. 
« tuous, or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or Pll never 
« look on her; mild, or come not near me ; noble, 


Claud. Yea, my good Lord; how fill the evening is, 
As huſh'd on purpoſe to grace harmony ! 

Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himſelf ? 
Cleud. O very well, my Lord; the muſic ended, 
We'll fir the hid fox with a 
6 Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that ſong again. 
| - Balth. O good my Lord, tax not fo bad a voice 
To ſlander muſic any more than once. 

Pedro. It is the witnefs ſtill of excellency, 


T a ſtrange face on his own perfection; 
f ww Gen ſing; and let me woo no more +. 


_ The SONG. 
Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more, 


, were rags ever ; 
Fond” mA Lg — 


* Hiati the art uſed by ladies | 
of » colour —— 2 n 
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ren Well, » 
ney, when all 's done. 
SONS, &c. 


Pedro. 
Batth EET, 8 


« howP'd thus, da Eg Ea + 


98. I had as 
have heard the night-raven, come what plague could 
have come after it. 


Pedro. Yea, marry, doſt thou hear, Balthazar? I 
pray thee, get us ſome excellent muſic ; for to-morrow 
night we would have it at the Lady Hero's chamber- 
window. 

Balth. The beſt I can, my Lord. [Exit Balthazar. 

Pedro. Do io: farewel. Come hither, Leonato 
what was it you told me of to-day, that your niece 
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. O, ay ;— —ftalk on, ſtalk on, the fowl 
fits. } 5d never think: that lady would have loved 
any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but moſt wonderful, that 
he ſhould ſo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ſhe hath 
in all outward behaviours ſeem'd ever to abhor. 

Bene. Ist poſſible ? furs the wind in that corner? 
[ Afede. 
Leon. By my troth, my Lord, I cannot tell what to 


wo 


think of it; but that ſhe loves him with an inraged af- 
fection,—it is paſt the definite of thought. 
Pedro. May be the doth but counterfeit. 
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Leon. What effecta, my 
aughter tell you 
d, indeed. 
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Lord ? PUN FILA nn 


E » *4 22% 4 Af 2222 & 


« ing, ein tis a truth I can 
bear them witneſs : and virtuous ;—'tis fo, I cannot 


® a Chriftian-like fear. | 
Ten. If he do fear God, he muſt peace ; if 
md 1 oaks. ahedaadrats with fear 
— to; fro the man dead Ber God, dewfhorer 
i ſeems notin him, by ſome large jeſts he will make. Well, Ec. 
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*© reprove it : and wile, but for loving me by my troth, 
* it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument 
* of her folly; for I will be in love with her. 
I may chance to have ſome odd and rem 
* nants of wit broken on me, becauſe I have rail'd fo 
0 marriage. But doth not the appetite al- 

* ter? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he can- 
© not endure in his age. Shall quips and fentences, 
- and Qui pe. of Oe DHS, e202 © ac fines 
+ the career of his humour? no; the world muſt be 
* When I faid, 1 would die a bachelor, 1 
« did not think I ſhould live till I were marry d. Here 
% comes Beatrice: by this day, ſhe's a fair lady; 1 do 
** ſpy ſome marks of love in her. | 


Enter Beatrice. | 
Beat. Againſt my will, I am ſent to bid you come in 


| Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me 3 if it had been paiaful, I 
would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 

Brat. Yea, juſt ſo much as you may take upon 2 
knife's point, and choak a daw withal: you have no 
ſtomach, Signior ; fare you well. [Exit, 

Bene. Ha! again my will I am fent to bid you 2 
in to dinner there's a double meaning in that. 
tool ro more pains for thoſe thanks, 1 you * pains 
to thank me: that's as much as to fay, any pains that 
I take for you is as eaſy as thanks, If I do not take 
Ne I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a 


1 will go get ker Picture. | [Exit. 


ACT SCENE I. 
bf. fat age 8 
E Hero, Margaret, and Urſula. 


There ſhak thou find my coofin Beatrice, 
Propoſing with the Prince and Claudio ; 
2 3 
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Urf. Why did you ſo? doth not the gentleman 


Deſerve as full, as fortunate a bed, 


As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon ? 


O god of love! I know he doth deſerve 
As much as may be yielded to a man: 


on _ — of Bu. 


MR Rae 


814411 


11155 


432320 


Ss << „ + © 


Hs 


fo odd, and from all faſhions; 


for to be 


As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 


Ur. Seve 
; 
But who dare tell her ſo? If I ſhould 


Hera. No 


me - 


ſpeak, 
. 


wit. 


mate, and then go I toward 


Hero. Why, every day; to-morrow; come, go in, 
Tu ſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to-morrow. 


— If it prove 


Beat. What fire is in my ears 
Stand I condem'd for pride 
farewel ! 


aming my wild heart to thy loving hand; 


If thou doſt love, thy kindneſs ſhall incite thee 


To bind our loves up in a holy band. 
For others fay, thou doſt deſeve ; and 


| Believe it better than reportingly. = [Exit. 


SCENE H. Leonato's houſe. 
Pedro. I do but ſtay till your marriage be confum- 


Le. She's lim'd, I warrant ; we have ca 
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hear. [Excunt Benedick aud Leonato. 
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Fobn. If your leifure ferv'd I would ſpeak with you 
Pedro. In private 1 * 
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Se. 3. Much ado about Nothing. 35 
Jahn. I know not that, when he knows what 1 
know | 


Cland. If there be any impediment, I pray you diſ- 
cover it. 

Jahn. You may think I love you not; let that 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now ma- 
nifeſt ; for my brother, I think, he holds you well, and 
in dearneſs of heart hath holp to effe& your enſuing 
marriage; furely, fuit ill fpent, and labour ill be- 


ftow'd l | 
Why, what 's the matter ? 


Pedro. 


Jahn. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
'd, (for ſhe hath been too long a-talking of), the 
lady is difloyal. 


Fobn. Even ſhe; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 28 
_ | 15 
kedneſs. eee 
worſe title, and I will fit her to it; wonder not till 
farther warrant; go but with me to-night, you ſhall 


SCENE W. — 4 


Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the watch. bor 
Dogb. Are you men and true ? * 
Verg. Yea, or elſe it were pity but they ſhould fuffer s 
1 
fa, 


Deeb. Fir, "who think you the moſt deleriefs man 
to be conſtable ? 


Dogh. You have: I knew, it would be 
Well, for your 1 I 


man for the 


in the Prince's name. 
2 Watch, How if he will not ſtand 
then take no note of him, but let him 
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Se. 4. Mech ad» about Nothing. 37 
the ftreets ; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is 
moſt tolerable, and not to be endur'd. | 


Verg. You have been always call'd a merciful man, 


2 Watch. How if the nurſe be aſleep, and will not 
hear us? I OO 
Degh. 


wake her with crying: for the ewe that will not hear 


it baes, will never anſwer a calf when 


Ferg. "Tis very true. | ven 4 

Dags. This is the end of the charge: you, conſta- 

ble, are to preſent the Prince's own perſon; if you mett 
„ v___ worked 


ses 8a ene AASESE? 


Bora. Maſs, and my elbow itch'd, I thought there 


would a ſcab follow. 


Cant. 1 will owe thee an anſwer for that, and now 
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Much ads abont Nothing. A& re. 
temple, and there, before the whole congregation, ſhame 
her with what he faw o'er night, and fend her home 
again without a huſband. 67-9 

1 Watch. We charge you in the Prince's name, ſtand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right Maſter Conſtable ; we 
have here recovered the moſt dangerous piece of le- 
chery that ever was known in the comman-wealth. 


1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them; I 


Know him, he wears a lock. : 
Corr. Maſters, Maſters, ——— 
2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deſorme ] forth, I 


SCENE VI. Here's apartment in Leonato's houſe. 
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula. 

Hero. Good Urſula, wake my couſin Beatrice, and 

deſire her to rife. | 5 | 


Usrſ. I will, Lady. 
Heron, And bid her come hither. 


Ur. Well, Cre. 


Marg. 'Troth, I think your other rebato were better. 
Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, Fil wear this. 
Marg. By my troth, it's not fo good; and I warrant 
your couſin will fay ſo. | 
ero. My couſin's a 
wear none but this. 


E 


wed 4 ed 2 o& = rhe of 


ge. 7. Mich ado about Nothing. © 
A cbs > WA bd; 38 
queint, ; Fraceful, and excellent fabian. your's is went 
ten on t. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for wy hover is 
heavy ! 1 
Marg. "Twill be heavier ſoon by the weight of a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd? - 

Alarg. Of what, Lady? of ſpeaking honou#ably ? Is 
not marriage in a beggar ? is not your Lord 
honourable withour ? I think you would have 
me fay (faving your reverence) a huſband. If bad 
do not wreſt true f| II offend no bo- 

is there any harm in the heavier for a huſband ? 
None, I think, if it be the right huſband, and the right 


wife, otherwiſe tis light and not heavy. Aſk my Lady 
— alle, here ſhe comes. 


SCENE WM. Eater Beaute. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Heat. Good morrow, fweet Hero. 

Hero, Why, how 7 > you ak is te ok 

tune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. | 
Marg. Clap us into Light o love ; that goes without 

a burden; do you ſing it, and Fll dance it. 
Beat. Yes, Light e love with your heels ; then if 

your huſband have * you'll look he halb 

lack no barns. - 


——_— O illegitimate conſtruction ! I ſcorn that with 


"+ Tis almoft fre o dock, couſin; us time you 
were ready: by my troth, I am exceeding ill; hey ho! 

Marg. For a hawk, a horſe, . 

Beat. Far the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg. Well, if you be not turn'd Turk, * 
more failing by the ſtar. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 


Marg. Nothing I. but God fend every one their 
heart's defire! 


Hero. Theſe gloves the Count ſent me; they are an 
exccllent 


Beat. am ftuff'd, 2 
3 


Se. 8. Much ads about Nothing. 4 
Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for, you fee, tis a buſy 


* . 


f 


8 23332 2 


men ride an 
foul, Y faith, Sir, 
bread ; but God 
Derb.. Gifts, than God 3 
» gives. 
Leon. I muſt leave you. 
Degh. One word, ; our watch 


2 


| 


„ Much ado about Nothing. Ad rv. 
have them this morning examin'd before your Worſhip. 
Le:n. Take their examination your ſell, and brirg it 


me; I am now in great haſte, as may app ear unto 
Dogs. It ſhall be ſuffigance. 8 


_ Leon. Drink ſome wine ere you go: fare you well. 
t Enter a meſſenger. 


Me. My Lord, they flay for you to give your 


daughter to her huſband 
Leon. 2 — I am ready. [Ex. Leon 


Dagb. Go, n Sea- 
coal, bd him — — 


Varg. 6 — > watts. 
Degb . We will ſpare for no wit, I warrant; here's 
* that ſhall drive ſome of them to a non- come. Only 


ger the Tamed writer to fer down our excommunies- | 


Bon, and meet me at the jail. [Exeunt. 


ACT W. SCENE 1. 
r KEY 
Enter Don Pedro, Don Joha, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice. 
Lean. Ome, Friar Francis, be brief, ir to the 
/ - -; + —- — han 


- 
- 


lady? | 
(Claud. No. 


Leon. To be marry'd to her, Friar; you come to 


marry her. 
- Friar. Lady, you come hither tbe marry to this 
Count ? 


Hero. oo. ' * 5 
- Friar. If either —_—— cc 
why you ould ner be canjain'd, 1 charge you on your 
fouls to utter it. 
Claud. Know you any, Hero ? 
Hero. None, my Lord. 
* . 
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Baſhful fincerity, and comely love. | 
Hero. And ſeem d I ever otherwiſe to ou? 
Claud. Out on thy feemipg ! I will rate againſt it; 
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My reverence, ca 


774 
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A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 
To ftart into her face; a thouſand innocent ſhames 


bold 


fool, 


The tenor of my book; truſt not my age, 
If this Fveet lady 1 
Under ſome biting error. 


Adres 


a3 we th dt eee eee REY 


by \&/ t. Wy 4 dl bt 


I know none: 


you are accus'd of? 
rites 


excuſe 
in proper nakedneſs? 
man is he 


in 
, What 
know that do accuſe me 


Much ado about Nothing. 
thou then to cover with 
Lady 
1 


Leas. Friar, it cannot be. 
Thou ſeeſt that all the grace that ſhe hath left, 


Is, that ſhe will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury; ſhe not denies it: 
Why feek't 
That which 

Friar. 


Se. 2. 


this ? what will this do 


What ſhall become of 
Frier. Marry, this, W ſhall on her behalf 


appertain unto a burial. 


That 


2 


Leon. 


Vor. II. 


- then we find 


prize-not to the worth, 
being lack 


but 


then we rack the value 


5 


147 
E 
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Whiles we enjoy it; 


fared 


SCENE III. Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 
Zene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I will not defire that. 


that would right her ! , 
Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 
Beat. A very even way, but no ſuch friend. 
Bene. May a man do it? 
Bear. - M39 6.000FÞ ion, Tus ans. gune'd. 
—_— — = 


10 


will make him eat it that ſays I love not you. 
Beat. Will you not eat your word? 


Bene. With no fauce that can be devis'd to it; 1 


proteſt I love thee. 

- Beat. Why then, God forgive me. "> 
Bene. What offence, 1 — | ® 
Beat. You have ftay'd 3 I was 
about to proteſt I lov'd you. 

And do it with all thy 


Bene. I will fores by ©, that you love me ; and 1 


. - " 1 4 — 2 ? — * 
— n 3 — * 8 * — 12 


F2 Much ado about Nathing. A& ww; 
Beat. You kill me to deny ; farewel. 
Bene. Tarry, feet Beatrice. 

Beat, I am gone, tho” I am here; there is no love in 
you; n | 
Bene. Beatrice. 


Beat. Tn faith, I will go. 
Bene. We'll be friends firſt. 


Beat. You dare eaſier be friends with me, than fight 


with mine enemy. 
Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 


Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that 


hath flander'd, ſcorn d, diſhonour'd my kinfwoman ! 
O that I were a man! War bear — 
come to take hands, and with 

2 unmitigated rancour—O God, 
„ 
EKet-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 
Beat. . 


Per ſaying! 


any friend would be 2 man for my ſake ! But manhood 


is melted into curtehes, valour into 


r 


SCENE IV. Changes to 4 prifen. 


a Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the Town- 


bur gowns. 
_ ger yr d ? 

Doegb. O, a ftool and a cuſhion for the Sexton ! 
S 

Verg. Marry, that am I and my partner. ? 
Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition 


Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex- 
amin d? let them come before Maſter Conftable. 
To. Cl. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — 


75. Cl. Pray, write down Borachio. Your's, firrah ? 
Carr. I am a gentleman, Sic, and my name is Cox- 
rade. 
T. Cl. Write down, Maſter Gentleman Conrade. 


Maſters, do you ferve God? 


Bath, Yea, Sir, we hope. 
To. Ct. Write — that they hope they ſerve Gude 


Des. Come, Ter them be opinion's.. 


Away ! you 


Sexton... Let them be in hand. 


varlet. 


are an afs, you are an afs, — 
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Do not you meddle, r | 
Piedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wrack your 


Pedro. Leonato and his brother ; her (HAS then ?- 
had we fought, I doubt we ſhould have been to0 young 
for them. 

Bene. In a falſe quarrel there is no true valour: I 
came to ſeek you both. 

Claad. ease for 
we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away. Wit thou uſe y wir ? wy 


pale: art 
man : what though care killa 


courage, 


a cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 


bie : * 
Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more. 1 


Annen. 
Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn 


Bene. Sir, I ſhall meet your wit in the career, if y 


charge 


his girdle. 


Bene. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ? 


| Bene. You are a villain; I jeſt not. I will make it 
dare, with w 


— Gd, God bleſs me from a 


vou 


you dare, and when 
proteſt 


hat 
I will 
lady 
hear 


anf 


your 
and her death ſhall fall 
OW 


fron 1 
you, 


in 


22d 


1 if 
1 


1 


Pedro. Yea, that the did; but yet for all 


wg” gers 


MW—  — — ———— OCT ede 


1 


Ry 
& 


go 
me, and let this Count kill me. I 
even your very eyes; what your wiſdoms 


BEE 


the Lady Hero; how you were brought into the or- 
court Margaret in Hero's garments ; 


11 
A 
: 
: 


] 
: 
2 


villany they have upon record, which I had rather ſeal 
wich my death, than repeat over to my ſhame. The 
Lady is dead upon mine and my maſter's. falfe accuſa- 
tion; and, briefly, I defire nothing but the reward of a 
Claud. I have drunk poifon while he utter'd it. 
Ped o. But did my brother ſet thee on to this? 
Bera. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 
Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery; 
And fled he is upon this villa g. 
Vor. II. F . 


her, when you ſhould marry her. My 


62 


Mach ad» about Nothing. Ad v. 


Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth p - 
In the rare ſemblance that I lov'd it firſt. pred 
Dogh. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this time 
our Sexton hath reform'd Signior Leonato of the mat- 
ter; and, Maſters, do not forget to ſpecify, when time 
e 


erg. Here, here comes Maſter Signior Leonato, and 
SR | 


SCENE V. Enter Leonato and Sexton. 
Lean. Which is the villain ? let me fee his eyes, 
<< That when I note another man like him, 
_ + I may avoid him; which of theſe is he ? 


Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave, that with thy 


Haſt kill'd mine innocent child? 
fon hin; thou bely'ſt thyſelf 
Leon not villain; thou 

Here ſtand a pair of honourable men, , 

A third is that had a hand m it. 


I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death; 
Renad Gadd 4 
ho gy if you bethink you of it. 
Yer I muſt fpeak : Chuſe your revenge yourſelf ; 
invention 


me to what penance your 
Can lay v | my fin. Yer land 1 not, | - 
Bur in 


And yet, to ſatisfy this good old man, 


How innocent the dy'd ; and if your love 
Can labour aught in fad invention, 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
Andi ling it to her bones; ſing it to-night : 
To-marrow morning come you to my houſe ; 
Ant Tone yet GET EE „ 


. 


8 


mnt 


and 


and honeſt 
aks like a moſt tl 
God for you. 


praiſe 


that point. 
for thy care 
and I 


LIES 
« Go, 1 dry thee of thy priſoner; and I 


- Your Worſhip f 
: 
fa 


I thank thee 


t 


7 CROWDS 


W 


orſkip, 
ſelf, for 


I beſeech your Worſhip to correct your! 


"Dees. 1 
which I 


I hum- 


- 
” 1 
oy 
- 


reſtore you to health 


bly give you leave to depart; and if a merry meeting 
may be wiſh'd, God prohibit it. Come, 


* n 
neizhbour. 


[Exeunt, 


 F 2 


64 Mach ado about Nothing. AA. v. 
Lean. Until to-morrow morning, Lords, farewel. 
Ant. Farewel, my Lords; we look for you to-mor- 

row. 

Pedro. We will not fail. 
Claud. To-night I'll mourn with Hero, 
_ ES 8-0 


argaret, 
LExeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE VI. Changes to Leonato's houſe. 
Enter Benedick and Margaret. 


Brar. Prog thee, from Mite don, foie 
wed ns my hands, by kilklng me” to he Games of 


Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a ſonnet in praiſe of 
my beauty ? 
Biene. r — that no man living 
mall come over it; moſt comely truth, thou de- 
8 SD 

To have no man come over me ? why ſhall I 
K. 44 4 


_— Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth; 


it catches. 
<arg. And your's as blunt 2s the fencer's fails, which 

kit, tas don toe. | 

Bene. A moſt manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt a 
v-oman; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice; I give thee 
the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the fwords; we have bucklers of our 
own. 

Bene. If you uſe them, Margaret, you muſt put in 


+ - 4p vice, and they are weapons 
maids 
Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, Ithink, 


hath legs. [Exit 

Bene. And therefore will come. [ Sings.] The God of 
love that fits above, and knows me, and knows me, how 
pitiſul J deſerve I mean, in ſinging; but in lo- 
ving, Leander the good ſwimmer, Troilus the firſt em- 
ployer of pandars, and a whole book full of theſe quon- 


Sc. 7. Much ade about nithing. » 65 

dam carpet - mongers, whoſe names yet run ſmoothly in 
the even road of a blank verſe; why, they were never 
ſo truly wurm d over and over, as my poor {elf, in love ; 
marry, I cannot ſhew it in rhime ;* I have try d; I can 
find out no rhime to /ady but baby, an innocent's rhime ; 
for ſcorn, horn, a hard rhime; ſchool, fool, a bab- 
bling rhime; very ominous endings; no, I was not 
born under a rhiming planet, for 1 cannot woo in feſti- 
val terms. 


SCENE VIE. Enter Beatrice. 


Sweer Beatrice, would'ſt thou come when 1 call thee ? 
Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me. 
Bene. O, ſtay but till then. 

Bear. Then, is ſpoken ; fare you well now; and yet 

ere 1 go, ler me gp wich then | carne for; which is, with 

h paſy'd berween you and Claudio, 


is but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome; there- 
fore I will depart unkiſs d. 
Bene. Thou bait frighted the word out of its right 
ſerie, fo forcible is thy wit z but, I muſt tell thee 
Ir, Claudio andergoes my challenge; and either I muſt: 
ſhortly hear from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward ; 
and I pray thee, now tell me, for which of my bad 
Salt thou firſt fall in love with me ? * * 
Beat. For them all together; which maintain'd, ſo 
politic a ſtate of evil, that they will not admit any good 
part to with them. But for which of my 
parts did you firſt ſuffer love for me? 


Bene. Suffer lon love! AI 1 do ſuffer love, 


- indeed, for I love thee againſt my will, 


Beat. In 


of your heart, I think; alas ! poor 
kearr, if you Fight ie for my fake, 1 will ight i for 
your's ; for I will never lave-chet which wy friqud haves, 
Bene. Thou and I are too wile to woo 
Beat. It appears not in this confeſſion; theve's nor. 
one wiſe man among twenty that will pr aiſe himſelf. 


Bene. * An old, an old inftance, Beatrice, that kd 


in the time of + if a man do not 


66 mae ado about Nothing. Aft v. 
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he ſhall live 
no longer in monuments, than the bells ring, and the 


SCENE um. Changer to a church 
Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Attend. It is, my Lord. | 
EFIT A PF H 
Done ta death by fanderous tongues 
rer. 
» 2 guerdon of her wrongs, 
Cie — fame which never dies. 

S the Be that dy d with ſhame, 

Lues in death with glorious fame. 

5 Hang theu there upon the tumb, 
: Praiſiug ler when Ian dumb. 


8 een 
Pedro. Good morrow, 


will 
Claud. And Hymen now with luckier Ane 
Than this for whom we render d up this woe: 


SCENE IX. Changes ts Leonats's houſe. 
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0 my brother's daughter ? 
Claud. III hold my mind, were ſhe an Ethiope. 
Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the Friar ready. 
1 [Exit Antonio. 
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q Morochius, « Mooriſh 


SCENE, 2 8. the ſeat of Portia 
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Bur tell not me ;—TI know, Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 
Anth, Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eftate 
Upon the fortune of this prefent year : 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 
Sola. Why then you are in love. 
Anth. Fie, fie ! | | 
Sala. Not in love neither! then let's ſay, you're ſad, 
Becauſe you are not merry; and twere as eaſy 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay, you're merry, 
| Becauſe you are not fad, ** Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fellows in her time: 
Some that will eyermore peep through their eyes, 
Vor. II. G 


upon the world: 
They loſe it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd. 
Aanth. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano, 


Sc. 2. De Merchant of Venice. 

„% Wuh to be dreſs d in an opinion 
*« Of wi vity, profound conceit ; 

% As who fay, I am Sir Oracle, 
„And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark! 
«© O my Anthomo, I do know of thoſe, 
1 wiſe, 

<« For faying nothing; who, I'm very ſure, 
If they ſhould fpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools *. 
II tell thee more of this another time: 
SD 

For this fool's gudgeon, this opin 

Come, good Lorenzo; NN 

I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Welt, 11 
eee | 
e 
W keep me company but two more, 
EN 
Anth. Farewel ; I'll grow a talker for this gear. 
ng faith ; for filence is only commend- 


Os... APY and a maid not vendible. 
[Exeunt Gra. and Loren. 
Anth. Is that any thing now ? 
Ba. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal 22 
more than any man in all Venice: his reaſons are 
two grains of wheat hid in two buſhels of chaff; * 
ſhall ſeek all day ere you find them; and when you 
have them, they are not worth the ſearch. 7 | 
Anth. Well ; tell me now, what lady is the fame, 
To whom you fwore a ſecret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of:? 
Baſſ. "Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eſtate, 


* Alluding to what is faid in the whoſoever 
to dis brother, —— A 
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Then do but fay to me, what I ſhould do, 
Thar in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am prefs'd unto it: 1 aan 
Bas. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And the is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous virtuzs. Sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs meſſages. _ 
Her name is Pertia, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cata's daughter, Brutus* Portia, | 
Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth; 
For the four winds blow in from every coaſt 
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1111 
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= Thou know ſt, that all 


my fortunes are at ſea, 


[Excunt. 


3 | Changes to Belmont. 
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huſbands. If be would deſpiſe me, I would forgive 
him; for if he love me to madaeſs, I ſhall never re- 


. . 


2 

 Ner. What fay you then to F idge, the young 
4 1 aulconbridge, the young 

Por. You know I fay nothing to him, for he under 


ſtands not me, nor Thim ; he hath neither Latin, French, 


nor Italian; and you may come into the court, and 
ſwear, that I have a poor pennyworth in the Engliſh. 
He is a proper man's picture; but, alas! who can con- 
verſe with a dumb ſhow ? how oddly he is ſuited} I 


| think he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hoſe in 


France, his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour 
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Anthonio bound? 
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The Merchant of Fenice. $x 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats for three months, and 


Baff. Your anſwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Bas. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ? 

Shy. No, no, no, no; my meaning, in faying he is a 
good man, is to have you underſtand me, that he is fuf- 
ficient. Yet his means arg in ion: he hath an 
Argoſie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies; I un- 


derftand moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at 
Mexico, a fourth for England; and other ventures he 


'd abroad. But ſhips are but boards, 
failors but men; there be land-rats, and water-rats, 
water-thieves and land-thieves, I mean pirates; and 
then there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks. 
ducats I think I may take his bond. 

Be aſſur d may. ; 
1 ur d I may; and that I may be a- 
fur'd, 1 will bethink me. May I ſpeak with Anthonio? 


Beff. This is Signior Anthoaio, 
Shy. [Afde] How like „ 
I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian: 


erer 
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ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for me, 
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and run. 

Well, my confcience, hanging about neck of my 
heart, fays very wiſely to me, My friend Laun- 
celot, bang an heact mac's fon, or rather an dowel 
father did fome- 

had a kind of 


1777 


ſtay w ich the — my mates, wh God bis the mark, 
is a oo. of devil; and to ron away ans Te Jo, | 


urn up, on your right-hand at the next rurn- 

E ou your left; marry, 
the very next turning turn of no hand, but turn down, 

indirectly to the Jew's houſe. 

By 

—_— 


God's ſonties, rn hit: 


Gab. 
can you t 


r £4.00 ® 


Ad 7. 


father, Xr I fay't, is an honeſt exceeding poor man, 


truth will come to 


” 
2, A man s 


- I am Launcelot, your 


ng 
that 


is, your child that ſhall 


your 


The Merchant of Venice. 
God be thanked, well to live. 
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r fon ; give me your bleſſing, 
I | 
t give me y 
Was, 


F aun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might 
fail of the knowing me: it is a wife father that knows 


kis own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of 


4 
5 


L 


_— on vu, A «© 24 248222 Y 383 


brief, the very truth is, that the Jew, 
wrong, doth cauſe me, as 
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Laus. To be 


having done me 
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Cob. L have here a diſh of doves, that I would beftow- 


being I hope an old man, ſhall frutif / 
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to myſelf. 
honeſt old man; 
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know by this 


brief, the fuir is i 
ſhall 


it, though old man, yet poor man 
for both, what would you ? 
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Baſſ. Gratano! 

Gra. I have a fuit to you. 

Ba. You have obtain'd it. 

Gra. You muſt not deny me; I muft go with you to 


Ba. Why, then you muſt : but hear thee, Gratiano, 
art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice; 

And in ſuch eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But | 


But we will viſit you at fupper-time. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. Changes to Shyloct's houſe. 
Feſ. Pm ſorry thou wilt leave my father ſo; 

Our is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 

Did rob ® of ſome taſte of tediouſneſs; 


| |; 


Fo ogy 


1 9 = 3 


; SCENE V. The frrect. 


3 Nay, = as 8 
guiſe us at my lodging, and return all in an hour. 

„ 

Sal. We have not ſpoke us yet of torch-bearers. 

Sola. "Tis vile, SEE 2 ets tres, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. "Tis now but four o' clock, we have two hours 
To furniſh us. Friend Launcelot, what's the news ? 


Euter Launcelot, with a letter. 


Lau. An it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it ſhall 
ſeem to ſignify. 

Lar. I know the hand; in faith, tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 


by 


Laus. Marry, Sir, > Moy dine the Joo ts 
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I am of a torch-bearer. [Exit Laun. 
. Ay, marry, Fll be gone about it ſtrait. 
Sola. And fo will I. | 


SCENE VI. S Her houſe. 
. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be thy 


Eaun. Why, , F 

$hy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call. 

Lawn. Your Worſhip was wont to tell me, that I could 
Jeſ. Call you? witat is your will? 

Sy. Ian bid forth to fupper, Jeſſica; 

There are my keys. But wherefore ſhould. I g? 
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Shut the doors after you : Faſt bind, faft find: | 
A proverb never ſtale in thrifty mind. [Exit. 
Jeſ. Farewel; „ 
I have a father, you a daughter, loft. [Exit. 
Enter Gratiano and Salanio iz maſquerade. 
Gra. This is the pent-houſe, under which Lorenzo 
deſired us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. His hour is almoſt paſt. 
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 
Sal. O, ten times faſter Venus widgeons fly 
To ſeal love's bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 
Gra. That ever holds. Who riſeth from a feaſt, 
With that keen ite that he firs down ? 
Where is the that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſures with th” unbated fire, 
Thar he did pace them firſt ? All things that are, 


. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 
. do know your tongue 
77 Lorenzo, and thy love. 


Lorenzo certain, ** love, indeed; 
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Por. Go, draw aſide the curtains and diſcover 
—ͤ— aue to this Noble Prince. 


diſcover'd, 


[Three 


of 
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caſkets are 
many 
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Within whoſe empty eye there is a 
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Let's fee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold. 
th me, | 


Why, that's the lady; all the world deſires her; 


gain what many men de; 


PI read the writing. | 


All that gliflers is not 
Gften have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath fold, 
But my outfide to behold. 
Gilded wood may worms infold : 
Had han been as wiſe as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Tour anfwer had not been inſcrol d. 
is cold. 


Fare you well, your ſuit is 


Mor. Cold, indeed, and labour loft ; 
Then larcwel heat, and welcome froſt © 
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Portia, adieu! I have too 


Sc. 9. 


griev d a heart 


To take a tedious leave : 


[E 


the 


A gentle riddance 


Por. 


Let all of his complexion chuſe me fo. 


SCENE IX. Changes to Venice. 


when he told 


me, 
his, 


SCENE X. Changes to Delmont. 
Euter Neriſſa with a ſervant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 

The Prince of Ari agon has ta en his oath, Lſtrait; 

And comes to his election preſentli ). | 


Por. Behold, there ſtand the caſkets, Noble Prince: 
If you chuſe that wherein I am contain d, 
Strait ſhall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd; 

But if you fail, without more ſpeech, my Lord, 
Cn 6 chings 

Ar. 1 am injoin'd by oath t three things: 
Firſt, never to unfold to any one | 
Which caſket 'rwas I choſe ; next, if I fail 


marriage; 
of my choice, 


Sc. 10. The Merchant of Venice: 101 
to leave you, and be gone. 


Por. To theſe injunctions every on- doth ſwear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 


Ar. ind & ble Teh he, fortune now 
To my heart's hope ! gold, filver, and baſs lead. 


Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
You ſhall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 


What fays the golden cheſt ? ha, let me ſee; 
Cy” — men defire.. 
What many may be meant 

Of the — eat chuſe by ſhow, 

Not learning, more than the fond eye doth teach ; 
Which pry not to th' interior, but, like the martlet, 
e ng 


Why, then, to thee, thou filver treafure-houſe ; 
Tell me once moze, what title thou doſt bear. 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves s 
FN 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 


Wichout the ftemp of merit ? ns a 
To wcar an undeferved di 


gnity: 
O that eſtates, degrees, and offices,, 
Were nat deriv'd corruptly, that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then ſhould cover, that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
How much low peaſantry would then be gleaneck 
From the true feed of honour ? how much honour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new vanned ? Well, but to my choice: 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves - 
1 will affume deſert; give me a key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 


Per. Toning a wk for tha wha you fl ther; 


'U er a 
Ar. What's here ! the portrait o a blinking idiot, 


Preſenting me a ſchedule ? I will read it, 
How muck unlike art thou to Portia | 
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The fire ſev'n times tried this ; 
Sev'n times tried that j | 
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Gifts of rich value; yet, I have not feen 


Sc bicly an ambaſſador of love. 
A day in April aver came fo fweet, 
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Enter Salanio and Solarino. 
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Sola. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird 
d, and then it is 
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the complexion of them all 


lay eb dog 
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norking elſe, 
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Se. 1. The Merchant of Venice. 105 
I will execute; and it ſhall go hard but I will better 
the inftruction. 


$hy. 
haſt thou found my daughter? | 
Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but can- 
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- is it true? is it 


The Merchant of Fenice: Ad nt; 
$hy. Thou ſtick'ſt a dagger in me; I ſhall never fee 


my gold again; fourſcore ducats at a fitting, fourſcore 
ducats ! 


106 


Tub. There came divers of Anthonic's creditors in 


my company to Venice, that fwear he cannot chuſe but 


Shy. I am glad of it, PF'll plague him, I'll torture 
him; I am glad of it. _ 

Tub. One of them ſhew'd me a ring, that he had of 
your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her! thou tortureſt me, Tubal; it 
was my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leah when I was a ba- 
chelor; I would not have 
monkies 


true, that's very 


SCENE I. Changes to Belmont. 


Por. I pray you, tarry; pauſe a day or two, 
Before you hazard; oi UF i ron A 

| company; therefore forbear a while. 
ing tells me (but-it is not love 
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9 teſt that wear 
is, @ beard. — 


bleſſing, make it les, 
[Opening the leaden caſket. 


Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demy-god 

Hath come fo near creation? Move theſe eyes? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion? Here are ſever' d lips 

Parted with fagar breath; fo ſweet a bar 

Should ſander fuch ſweet fricnds : here in her hairs 

The painter plays the fpider, and hath woven 

A golden meſh t' intrap the hearts of men, | 

Fafter than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes. 

How could he fee to do them? havirg made one, 

Methinks it ſhould have power to itcal both his, 

And leave itſelf unſiniſn d. Yet how far 

The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong tis ſhadow - 

In underprizing it, ſo far this ſhadow 

Doth limp behind the ſubſtance. Here's the ſcrowl, 
The continent and ſummary of my fortune, 
Vor. II. | K 


o 


110 The Merchant of Venice. AA 117. 
Tou that chuſe not by the view, 


Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and ſeek no new. 

If you be well pleas'd with this, 
n 
Turn you where your 

Hed claies ber with @ loving Bs. 


A gentle fcrow! ; fair Lady, dn. 


Un her. 


oY 


in my w 
To wiſh myſelf much better; yet ſor you, 
I would be treble twenty times myſelf, 

A thouſand times more fair; ten thouſand times 
More rich; that, to ſtand high in your account, 
I nught in virtues, beauties, Rvings, friends, 
Exceed account : but the full fum of me 

bs ſhave of n 
Is an unlefſon'd 0 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet fo old 
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Baſ.. And hs you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 
Gra. Yes, faith, my Lord. 
Baſ. Our feaſt ſhall be mach honour'd in your mar- 
riage. 


Gra. We'll play with them, che 84 boy . 


thouſand ducats. 
Ner. What, and flake down? 
Fw, we ſhall neer win at that ſport, and ſtake 
own 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio ? 
SCE NE II. 
Baſt. W welcome hither 
If, that the youth of my new intereſt here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave, 
I bid my very friends and country-men, 
m 
Por. So do I, my Lord; they are entirely welcome. 
Lor. 1 for my part, my L 
My purpoſe was not to have feen you here; 
But meeting with Salanio by the way, | 
Fe did intreat me, paſt all faying nay, 
To come with him along. 
Sal. I did, my Lord, 

And I have reaſon for t; Signior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. [Gives Baffanio a letter, 
Bafſ. Ere I ope his letter, 

1 prey you tell me how my good friend doth. 


Sal. Not fick, my Lord, anlefs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, nk ins wind; his letter there 


Will ſhew you his eftate. [ Baſſanio opens the letter. 


Gra. Neriſſa, cheer yond firanger: bid her wel- 
come. 
Your david Salanio ; what's the news from Venice ? 
Los doch that royal merchant, good Anthonio ? 
T know he will be glad of our fuccels : 
Wie are the Jaſons, we have won the fleece. 
Sal. Would * fleece that he hath loſt! 


| 
I 
Y 
| 
| 


11115 
Nail 


ho 1 _ 


be 
1 
a 
ke 
* 
d, 
fer 


Double fix thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this 
Shall loſe a hair through my Baſſanio's fault. 
Firſt, go with me to church, and call me wiſe, 
And then away to Venice to your friend :. 
For never ſhall you lie by Portia's fide 
With. an unquier foul. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty 
When it is paid, 


Wi. live-as- maids and widows. : _ 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding-day *. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 


Baff. reads. — — my ſhips have all miſcar- 
d, my creditors cruel, my eftate is very low, 
m bond. to the Few is forfeit; and fence, in paying 
| iff, it: is dmpoſſible I ſhould live, all debts are cleared 
between you: and me, if I might. but ſee you at my 


death; notwithſtanding, uſe - your plea 
Ber 6 not let 300.19 come, . nt wy ll. 


=" your weddi | 

Rid ycur friends welecme, ſhe'v a merry cheer ;. 
Since. Jou are dear bor ght, I will love you dear. 
Bux let. me hear, C:. 


n 
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Per. O love! diſpatch all buſineſs, and be gone. 


Since I have your good leave to go away, 
Wi ien. 


: SCENE IV. Changes to a ftreet in Venice. 


$hy. Goaler, look to him : „ W mas. 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis. 


Goaler, look to him. 


He ſeeks. my ke 3 his afee well I know; 
EF oft Jeliver'd from his forfeitures 
—_ that have at times made moan to me; 


Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courſe of lu; 
Fer the that have 
With us in Venice, if it be deny'd, 
Will much impeach the juſtice of the ſtate; 
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SCENE V. Changer to Belmont. 
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than an honeſt woman, ſhe is 


took her for. 


Enter Lorenzo: 
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ACT w. SCENE I. 
The ſenate-houſe in Venice. 


Enter the Duke, the Senators ; Anthonio, Baſſanio, and 
| Gratiano, at the bar. 


Ant. | have heard, 
Your Grace has ta'en great pains to qualify 

His rig'rous courſe ; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his Envy's reach, I do oppoſe 

My patiegce to his fury; and am arm'd 
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122 Die Merchant of Venice. A. 
Maſters of paſſion ſway it to the mood 


Of what it likes, or lothes. Now, for your anfwer. 
As there is no firm reaſon to be render d, 


Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; | FTI 
Matt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 


S 
You may as well do any thing molt hard, 
As ſeek to ſoften that, (than which what's harder !), 
His Jewiſh heart. Therefore, I do beſcech you, 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means ; 
But with all brief and plain convemency 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 
Baß. For thy three thouſand ducats here is fix. 
Shy. „er 
Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 
I would not draw them; I would have my bond. 
Dale. How tek * mercy, rend' ring 
none? 
_ Sh. What judgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
Ton have among you many a purchas'd flave, EY 
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Act rv. 


your letter, I am very fick ; but at the inflant that 

——_— cn. & viſitation was with me 
a young Doctar of Rome, his name is Balthaſar. I ac- 
guainted him with the cauſe in controverſy. between the 
Few and Anthonio the merchant. We turn'd o'er many 


o 


yu Croce — that, at the receipt of 
your 


books together : he is furniſhed with my opinion, which, 


with his own learning, ( the greatneſs whereof 


J beſeech you, 


» I@ 
tet him lack a reverend eſtimation ; for I never knew 


. fo young @ body with ſo old a head. 1 leave him to your 


Enter Portia, dreſ d like a Dottor of Laws. 
Duke. You hear the learn d Bellario, what he writes, 


1 
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And here, I take it, is the Doctor come. 

Give ine your hand. Came you from old Bellario ? 
Por. I did, my Lord. 

Dake. You're welcome; take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 

That holds this preſent queſtion in the court? 

Por. Tam i throughly of the caſe. 
Which is the merchant here ? and which the Jew ? 

Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, both ftand forth. 

Par. Is your name Shylock ? 8 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Par. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſuit you follow; 
Yet in ſuch rule, that the Venetian law | 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 

You ſtand within his danger; do you not? [To Anth, 
Am. Ay, fo he fays. : 
Por. Do you confeſs the bond ? 
Ant, I do. 


E „ „ „ ®B 


Iis ſceptre ſhews the force of temporal pow'r, 
* The attribute to awe and jeſty, 


the bond. 
Shy. Here tis, Moſt Rev'rend Dodtor, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer d thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, —I have an oath in heav'n. 


To alter me. I ſtay here on my bond. 
Ant. Moſt heartily I do beſeech the court 
To give the judgment. 
Por. Why, then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your boſom for his knife. 
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repents not that he pays your debt: 
Anthonio, I am married to a 


Ba. 
Which is as dear to me as life irſelf 
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if the do cut but enough, 
If por i ans wi Al 
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Bur life itſelf, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me eſteem d above thy life. 


And he 
For if 


1286 The. Merchant of Venice. Act w. 

I would loſe all; ay, facrifice them all 

Here to this devil, to deliver you. 2 | 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 

If ſhe were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteſt, I love; 

I would ſhe were in heav'n, fo ſhe could 

Intreat ſome pow'r to change this curriſh Jew. 
Ner. "Tis well you offer it behind her back; 

The wiſh would make elfe an unquiet houſe. 
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gratify this gentleman 
mind you are much bound to him. 


have a mind to it. 


that 


preſently ſer forth, 
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And it is meet I 
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A} methinks, 1 


110 
i FATS 


Se. 3. 


. 
4 


4 . f 111 
f 1 

11410 HH 

1411 g 111 

122115 E TH 

JJ 141. 

1111 + 

1 
18511 


132 


t. 


As far as Belmont. 


Sc. 1. The Merchant of Venice: 
aTT HR HE ESR LL 


Belmont. A grove or green place before Portia's hauſe. 


Enter Lorenzo and Jeflica. 


Lor. * moon ſhines bright: . 


thus, 

When the ſweet wind did kiſs the trees, 
And they did make no ; in ſuch a night 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall; 
And ſigh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Creſſid lay that night. 

Fel. Is fock a aight 
Did Thitbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew ; 
And ſaw the lion's ſhadow ere himſelf, 


And ran diſmay d away. 


Lor. In ſuch a night 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 


Upon the wild ſea-banks, and wav'd her lore 


'To come again to Carthage. 

Jeſ. In ſuch a night 
Medea gather d the inchanted herbs, 
That did renew old Æſon. 

Laer. In ſuch a night 
Did Jeſſica ſteal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 


Jeſ. And in ſuch a night 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear he lov'd her well; 
Stealing her foul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in fuch a night 
Did pretty Jeſſica, (like a little ſhrew), 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jeſ. I would out-night you, did no body come : 
But hark, 1124 — | 


Enter Stephano. 


Lor. Who comes fo faſt in blence of the night? 


Mef. A friend. 


Lar. What friend? 1 I pray you, friend? 
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you. 
| [4 tucket ſounds. 
Lor. Your huſband is at hand, I hear his trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 
Por. This night, methinks, is but the day- light fick ; 
It looks a little paler; 'tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the fun is hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their followers. 


Za. We ſhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in abſence of the ſun. 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make. a heavy huſband ; 
And never be Baſſanio ſo from me; | 


Gra. He will, an' if he live to be a n. 
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 


If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modefty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 


Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 


FI die for 't, but ſome woman bad the ring. 

Bal. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my ſoul, 
No woman had it, but a civil Doctor, 
Who did refuſe three thouſand ducats of me, 
And be gg'd the ring; the which I did deny him, 
And dauer d him to go difpleas'd away; 
Er's he that Gd uphold the very life 
Or my dear friend. What ſhould I fay, feet Lady i 2 
J was mforc'd to fend it after him; 
T was beſet with ſhame and courteſy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So euch beſme ar it. Pardon me, good Lady; 
EF | 
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Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The ring of me to give the worthy Doctor. 

Por. Let not that Doctor e er come near my houſe, 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, 
And that which you did fear to keep for me: 
I will become as liberal as you; 
III not deny him any thing I hare, 
No not my body, nor my huſbang's bed; 
Know him I ſhall, I am well fare of it. 
Lie not a night from home; watch me, like Argus: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now, by mine honour, which is vet my own, 
III have the Doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ver. And 1 his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then : 
For if I do, Fil mar the voung clerk's 

Axt. I am th' unhappy fubje of 12 


Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome, notwith- 
ſtandin: 


g. 

Bg. Fortia, forgive me this inforced wrong. 
And in the hearing of theſe many friends, 
I ſwear to thee, er 'n by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I fee myſelf 

Por. Mark you but that! | 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himſelf ; 
In each eye, one; fwear by your double ſelf, 
And there's an oath of credit ! 

Baſſ. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his weal ; 
Which but for him that had your huſband's ring, 

[7s Portia, 


Had quite miſcarry'd. I dare be bound again, 
My foul upon the forfeit, that your Lord 


Wal never more break faith adviſedly. 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 
Ant. Here, Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this ring, 
Ba. By Heav'n, it is the fame I gave the Doctor. 
Per. I had it of him: pardop me, „ 


q 
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For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 


What ! ave we cacholis ce we hove defervd in? 
Por. Speak not fo grofs!y; you are all amaz 
Here is a letter, read it at your leifure; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario: 
INOITER TE Ins Be Bair; 


Baf.. Were you the Dea, and I knew you not? | 


Gra. Were you the clerk chat is to make me cuc- 


kold ? 
Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, - 
n 


here I read for certain, that my ſhips 


Nu Eg amees far wan. - 
Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee. 

There do I give to you and Jeſſica, 

From the rich Jew, a ſpecial deed of gi 

After his death, of all he dies poſſeſs d of. 


i morning, 
Aud yet Tm m ſure you are not fatisfy'd 


Sweet Lady, you 4 giv 2 


neren 9 7 
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Of theſe events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there upon interr gatories, 
And we will anſwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be ſo. The firſt interr gatory, 
That my Neriſſa ſhall be iworn on, is, 
Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day ? 
But were the day come, I ſhould with it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Doctor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So ſore, as keeping fafe Neriſſa's ring. [Exeunt omnes. 
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Doth falſely blind the eye- ſig he of his look : 
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I only ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, 

And ftay here ia your court for three years” ſpace. 
Log. You ſwore to that, Birun, and to the reſt. 
Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I ſwore in jeit. 


What is the end of ſtudy ? let me know. 
King. Why, that to xnow, which elſe we ſhould not 
know. 


 BSiron. Thing hid and barr'd (you mean) from com- 
mon ſenſe. 
King. Ay, that is ſtudy's god - like recompence. 
Biron, Come on then, I will 1 


To know the thing I am forbid to know; 


As thus; to ſtudy where I well may dine, 
When I to feaſt ex prefsly am forbid ; 

Or ftudy where to meet ſome mittrefs lac, 
When miſtreſſes from common fenfe are hid; 


Or, having ſworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 


Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If Rudy's gain be this, =) ab tos | 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er ſay, No. 

King. Theſe be the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
End train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that moſt vain, 
Which, with paia purchas'd, doth inherit pain; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To ſeek the light of truth; while truth the while 


Light, well Be. doth of light beguile 
So, ere you find — here light i — les, P 
Your light grows 


auchoriry from grhers' books. 


. 


That give a name to every fixed ſtar, 
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Have no more profic of their ſhining nights, 
Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what they are. 
„Teo much to know, is to know nought : but feign ; 

And every godiather can give a name.” 
Xing. How well he's read, to reaſon again reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding. 
Long. He weeds the corn, and till let's 4 
| weeding, 
Biran. The fpring is near when green geeſe are a- 
breeding. 
Hum. How follows that? 
Birsz, Fit in his place and time. 
Dum, In reafon nothing. 
Biron. Something then in rhime. 
Long. Biron is lice an envious pony froft, 
That bites the firſt- born infants of the ſpring. 


Biron, Well; fay, I am; why ſhould proud ſummer 
boaſt, 


Before the birds have any cauſe to fing? 

Why ſhould I joy in an abortive birth? 

At Chriſtmas I no more deſire a roſe, 

Than wiſh a ſnow in May's new-fangled hows : 

But like of each thing that in ſeaſon grows. 

So you, to ſtudy now it is too late, 

Climb o'er the houſe t unlock the little gate. 
King. Well, fit you out—Go- home, Biron : adieu! 
ens e ſworn to ſtay with 


Uu en se 
Than for that angel knowledge you can fay ; 

Yet confident PII keep what I have ſwore, 
And bide the penance of each three years” day. 

Give me the paper, let me read the fame; 

And to the ſtrict' t decrees I'll write my name. 


King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from“ 
ſhame ! 9 | 
Biron. Item, That no woman ſhall come within a 


mile of my court. | [reading. 
r - | 
Long. Four 
Biron. 2 | 
On pain of loſing her tongue. [reading. 
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King. Ay, that there is; our court, you know, is 
With a refined traveller of 


mn dar hath » mine of piraſes — 
That hath a mint of in his brain: 


. Coſtard the ſwain, and he, ſhall be our ſport; 
to ſtudy, three years are but ſhort, 


F 
Q 
: 
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Well, Sir, de it as the ſhall us 
— 6 — 3 on 
2 


ſome form. 


148 Love's Labour's bf. Act r. 
Caſt. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Ja- 


quenenta, 

The manner of it is, 1 was taken in the manner. 
Ziren. In what manner? | 
Cali. e Se en ot refs 

three. I was ſeen with her in the manor-houſe, fitting 

with ker upon the form, and taken following her into 
the park; which, put together, is, in manner and form 
following. Now, Sir, for the manner: it is the man- 
ner of a man to ſpeak to a woman; tor the form, in 


BRiron. For the Sir? 

Coft. As it — — and God 
defend the right 

Ring. Will you hear the letter nh attention? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cojt. Such is the ſimplicity of man to hearken after 
the fleſh, 

King. [ reads.] Great deputy, the welkin's vicege- 
rent, and fole dominator of Navarre, my foul's earth's 
Cad, and body's foffering patron 

Caf. Not a word of yer. 


King. So it i — 


Coft. It may be fo; 3 be is, i in 


telling true, but, ſo, ſo. 

Hing. Peace | 

Ci. Be to me, enderery mmpeier:dnewnce Gefte? 

_ King, No words 

C. Of other mens ſecrets, I beſeech you. 

King. So it is, befieged with — melan- 
choly;, I did commend the black oppreſiing 465 4oag to the 
nnſ? wholeſome phy ſic of thy bonks-rromy : and as 

am a leman, betaott myſelf to wa "The time, 
ewhen ? about the fixth hour, ben beaſts moſt graze, 
birds beft peck, and men fit down to that nouriſhment 
which ir call ſupper > fo much for the time, when. 


Now for the ground, which ? which, I mean, I ua 


uon: it is ycleped, thy park. Then for the place, 
tere? where, I mean, I did encounter that ſcene 


| and moſt Prepoſteraus event, that drawetl from 


my 

bite pen the er:n-colour'd ink, which here thou 
vieweft, beboldeft, ſurceyeſt, ar . But to the place, 
ulere? it flandeth nirth-norti-eaft and by eaſt Joon 
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If wane: that baſe minow of 
? }, that 3 
i ot [of Me?), Au. 

0 — 2 gt = Of. X 
mel], {rt ed, cont. to t. 
net) fed and eee, 22 
O with, ——but with this I paſſion to ſay wherewith : 

Coff. With a wench. 

King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a fe- 
male: or for thy more underſtanding, a woman ; bim, 
1 ( as my ever-efteem'd duty pricks me on] have ſent to 
thee, to receive the need of puniſhment, by thy feet 
Grace's _ CC 6 aw of gras! oxpuce, 
Dull Me an't ſhall pleaſe vou: I am Anthony 


"og, For Faquenett . the weaker veſſel call a. 
the aforeſaid fwain, I keep 
n at the leaſt 
of thy fweet notice bring her to trial. Thine in all 


devoted and heart heat A 
compliments of 8 wy ay 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I look'd for, | but the beſt 
that ever I heard. 

King. Ay; the beſt for the worſt. Bur, firrab, what 
ſay you to this? 


bbb a fie © 00 gratis 
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ro Lor Labour's bf. a 1. 
Goff. If it were, I deny her virginity: I was taken 
with a maid, 
King. This maid will not ferve your turn, Sir. 
Caf. This maid will ferve my tarn, Sir. 


King. Sir, I will pronounce ſentence; you ſhall faſt 
= week with bran and water, 

ta. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
1 e. 

And Don Arnado an be your . My 
nas fee him deliver'd o'er. 
And co we, Lords, to put in practice that, 
Wuich each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn. 
| [Exeunt. 
Biron, I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 
Theſe oaths and laws will prove an idle ſcorn. 
Sirrah, come on. 

Coft. I ſuffer for the truth, Sit: for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore welcome the four cup of profperity : af- 
fiction may one day ſmile again, anda an, fit thee 


— ſotrow. LExeunt. 
SCENE m. Changer ts 4rmade's houſe, 
Enter Armado, and Moth. 


Arm. Boy, what fign is it, when a man of great ſpi- 
rit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great Com, Sir, that he will look ſad. 
Arm. Why, ſadneſs is one and the ſelf- ſame thing, 
dear imp. 

Meath. No, no; O Lord, Sir, no. | 
Arm. How cant thou part fadncſs and melancholy, 
my tender juvenile? 

Moth. By a familiar demonſtration of the working, 
my to h Signior. | 
| 2 bags. hs Sigmior ? why tough Signior ? 
alle? hy tender juvenile ? Way tender juve- 

Arm. I ſpoks it, tender juvenile, as a congrucnt 
epiiheton, appertaining to thy young . which we _ 
may nominate tender. 


Se. 3. Love's Labour's f. 11 


Math. And I, tough Signior, as an appertineat title 
to your old time, which we may name tough. 
Arm. Pretty and apt. 


- M:th. How mean you, Sir? I pretty, and my faying 


apt? or I apr, and my ſaying pretty? 
Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 
Meth. Little! pretty, becauſe little; wherefore apt? 
Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. 


Moth. Speak you this in my * Maſter? 
Arm. In thy condign praiſe, 


115th. I will praiſe an ee} with the fame praiſe. 
Arm. What? that an ecl is ingenious, | 
Moth. That an eel is quick. 


rm. | do fay, thou art quick in agen. Thea 
heat'ſt my blood. 


Meth. —— Sir. 

Arm. I love nct to be croſs'd. 
Moth. He ſpeaks the clean coatrary, croſſes * love 
not him, | 
Arm. 1 have promis d to ſtudy three years with the 


Math. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 
Arn. | 


Math. How many is one thrice told? 
Nee 


"Math. You are a and a gameſter. 
Arm. | confeſs both; they are both the varuiſh of a 


Math. Then, I am fare, you * 
groſs ſum of deuce- ace amounts to. | 
Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 
Moth. Which the baſe vulgar call three. 
Arm. True. 
Meth. Why, Sir, is this ſuch a piece of ſtudy? Now 
here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink ; and how 
eaſy is it to put years to the word three, and ftudy three 


years in two words, the dancing-horſe will tell you. 
Arm. A moſt fine figure. 


Moth. To prove you a 


eypher. 
Arm. Amer amo enn and, a 
* Fs 
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it is baſe for a ſoldier to love, fo I am in love with a baſe 


wench, If drawing my ſword againſt the humour of af- 
ſection would deliver me from the thought of 
it, I would take defire priſoner; and ranſom him to 

French courtier for a new-devis'd curtſey. I think 
it to ſigh; methinks I ſhould out-fwear Cupid. 
Comfort me, boy ; what great men have been in love ? 

Moth. Hercules, Maſter. 

Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules ! More authority, dear 
boy, name more ; and, fweet my child, let them be 
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Sc. 4. Lever Labour's la. 153 
Then if ſhe fear, or be to blame, 
By this you ſhall not know; 
For ſtill her cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 
Which native ſhe doth owe. 

* en , againſt the reaſon of white 
Arm, Is there not a ballad boy, ofthe king and th 
Math. The world was guilty of ſuch a ballad fome 

« three ages ſince, but, I think, now tis not to be 

* found; or if it were, it would neither ſerve for the 

| nor the tune. | 
Arm. I will have that ſubje& newly writ o'er, that I 

may example my digreſhon by ſome 

Ihe. 3 &> te Oar ama On LH 
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SC EN E N. 
Enter Coftard, Dull, Jaquenetta @ maid. 


Dull. Sir, the King's pleaſure is, that you 
Coftard ſaſe; and you muſt let him take no _ 
na penance; but he muſt faſt three days a-week. res 
this ande. 1 muſt keep her at the park, the is allow'd 
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and Jaquenetta 
him up. 

flave, away. 


you ! 


[ Exennt 


ſhalt faſt for thy 
„I hope, when I do it, I ſhall do it 


tranſgreſſing 


be pent up, Sir; I will faſt, being 
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up your deareſt 


of the King of France, 


Tell bim, the davghter 0 


On ſerious buſineſs, 


SCENE I. 


Before the King of Navarre's palace. 


of France, Roſaline, Maria, Catha- 
Lords, and other attendants. 
OW, Madam, ſummon 


ſpirits 5 
whom the 


Love's Labour's hf. 


28 


Conſider, 


eſt 


ACT 


the P 


THEY 


To whom he id prec 


lat 
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Sc. 1. 
Enter 


; hath power to cut, whoſe will fall wills 
— Fans 


I my report 


In Normandy faw I this — 

A man of ſovereign parts he is eſteem d; 
Well fitted in the arts, 1 is comer, 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only foil of his fair virtue's 

(If virtue's gloſs will ftaia with any fort), 
Ls ge by match'd with too blunt a will ; 


none that come within his power. 
Prin. Some merry-mocking Lord, belike; it fo? 
Mar. They fay ſo moſt, that moſt his humours know. 
Prin. Suck ect-hv's wits Go wither 2s they grow. 


3 youth, 


Moſt power to do moſt harm, — W ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 
And ſhape to win grace, though he had no wit. 
I faw bim at the Duke Alanſon's once, 

And much too little of that good I faw, 

to his great worthineſs. 

Rof. Another of theſe ſtudents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth ; 
Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never ſpent an hour's talk withal. 
His eye begets occaſion for his wit ; 
For every object that the'one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth- moving jeft ; 
Which his fair tongue — wy expoſitor ) 
Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious words, 


Who are the reſt ? 


That aged ears play trvae at hi tales 


younger hearings 
So ſweet and voluble is his diſcourſe. 
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And are quite raviſhed ; 


Prin. God bleſs my ladies, - + ata 
'That every one her own hath 
With fuch bedecking CT —— 

Mar. thee cs Boer. 


Enter Boyet. 
Prin. Now, what admittance, Lord? 


Beyet. Navarre had notice of your fair appreach ; 
And he and his competitors in oath 


Were all addreſs'd to meet you, gentle Lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I've learn'd, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes here to beſiege his court, 
Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his oath, 

To let you enter his unpeopled houſe. 

Here comes Navarre. 


SCENE TE 
Enter the King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and at- 


tendants. 
King. Fair Princeſs, welcome to the court of Navarre. 
Prix. Fair 1 give you back again; and welcome I 
have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to be 
. eee anton rc too baſe to be 


= You ſtall be welcome, Madam, to my court, 
Prin. ] will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear Lady, 1 have fworn an oath, 
Prin. Our Lady help my Lord ! he'll be forfworn. 
* King. Not for the —_ fair Madam, by my will. 
Prin. Why, will ſhall break its will, and nothing elſe. 
King. Your Ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 


Prin. Were my Lord ſo, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 


I hear your Grace hath ſworn out houfe-keeping : 


"Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord; 
Not fin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold: 


To teach a teacher ill beſeemeth me. 


Vor. II. 
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[ Exit. 
Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 


2 
* 


we ſhall viſit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair deſires conſort your Grace! 


prove it, III repay it back, 
King. Thy own wilh wiſh I thee in every place. 


* 


ng. I do proteſt I never heard of it 


Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel ; 


To-morrow 


Q 
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160 Love's Labour's bf. Act 17. 
Dam. Sir, I pray you a word: what lady is that ſame? 
Boyet. The heir of Alanſon, Naſaline her name. 
Dun. A gallant lady; Monſieur, fare you well. 

[ Exit. 
2 Rood r what, is ſhe in white + ? 
oyet. is an heir of Faulconbridge 
Long. She is a moſt ſweet lady. , 
ZLoyet. Not unlike, Sir; that may be |. [Exit. Long. 


Pof. Ahck, let it bloed. 

#irm. Would that do it good? 

+ of. My = tfays, Ay | 
Lon. Will you prick 't with your eye ? 
Ref No, pryut, with my knitc. 

Eir. Now, God fave thy life! 

Keſ. And your's from long liviag! 


Biron. I cannot thy thankſgiving, Exit. 
Dam. Sir, Cc. 0 


Þ ———— ſhe in white? 
Bojet. A woman ſometimes, if you ſuu her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in the light. I defire her name | 
4oyct. She hath but one for herſelf ; to deſue that were a ſhame. 
Leng. Pray you, Sir, whole dauy'rter ? 
Bozct. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Log. Gcd's bleſſing on your beard! 
Boyct. Good Sir, be not offended. 
She is an, Ge. 
1 — Faulcoubridge. 
Lang. Nay, my cholcr is ended: 
the is, Cc. 
that may be. 
Birau. What's her name in the cap? 
Beyet. Cathari ne, by good bap. 
Viron. Is ſhe wedded, or no? 
Þ:ycr. To her will, Sir, or ſo. | 
Firon. You are welcome, Sir: 2dicu!? f 
Boyct. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you. \ Exit Biron. 
Mar. That laſt is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord; 
Not a werd vith him but a jeſt. 
Heyet. And every jeſt but a word. 
Prin. It was well dene of you to take him at his word. 
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 
Mar. Iwo hot ſheeps, marry. 
Beet. And wheretore not thips? 
No ſheep, (ſweet lamb), unleſs we feed on your ps. 
Mar. You ſheep, and I paſture; ſhall that finiſh the jeſt ? 
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162 Love's Labour's bf. Ad 117. 
2 Ay, our way to be gone. | 
Beyet. You are too hard for me. [Exeunt. 


ACT m. -SCENE 1. 
The park, near the palace. 
Enter Armado and Moth. 


hearing. 

Moth. Concoline —— [Singi . 
Arm. Sweet air! go, tenderneſs of years; Us 
key, give enlargement to the ſwain; bring him im feſt 
natel / hither : I muſt employ him in a letter to my love. 
Moth. Maſter, will you win your love with a French 


_ brawl? 


Arm. How mean'it thou, brawling in French ? | 
Meth. No, my compleat Maſter ; but to jig off a 


tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your fert, 


humour it with turning up your eye-lids; figh a note 

and ſing a note; ſometimes through the throat, as if you 

fwallow'd love with ſinging love ; ſomerimes through the 

roſe, as if you ſnuff d up love by ſmelling love; with 
hat 


r 5-4 aac ob. pad prog Bare 
en: tune, but a fnip, and away: thefe are *compliſh- 
ments, theſe are humours ; theſe betray nice wenches 
that would be betray'd without theſe, and make them 
D TOY n 


to theſe? 


Arm. How haſt thou purchas 
Math. By my pen of m_ 
Arm. But O, but O—— | 
Math. The hebby-harſe is forgot. 

Arm. Calf thou my love bobby <a of 

Moth. No, Matter ; the hobby-horfe is but a colt, 


Abi experience ? 


and your love perhaps a hackney : but have you forgot 


love? 
IR Almoſt I had. 


* The burthen of an old ſong. 


. 
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g 


Moth. Negligent ſtudent ! 4 
Arm. By heart, and in heart, 
Meth. And out of heart, Maſter : all thoſe three 1 
will prove. 
Arm. What wilt thou ? 

Meth. A man, if I live: and this by, in, and out of, 


upon the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe your 


heart cannot come by ber: in heart vou, love her, be- 
cauſe your heart is in love with her; and out of heart 
won Log why being out of heart that you cannot enjoy 
her. 


Arm. I am all theſe three. 

Moth. And three times as much more; and yet no- 
ching at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the ſwain, he muſt carry me a 

Moth. A meſſage well ſympathiz d; a horſe to be 
embafiador for an aſs. 

Arm. Ha, ha; what fay'ſt thou? 

Math. Marry, Sir, you muſt ſend the aſs upon the 
horſe, for he is very flow-gated : but I go. 
Arm. The way is but ſhort; away. 

Moth. As fwift as lead, Sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead-of metal heavy, dull, and flow ? 

Math. Minime, honeſt Maſter; or rather, Maſter, no, 
Arm. I ſay, lead is flow. 
Moth. — — to ſay ſo. 
Is chat lead flow, Sir, which is fir d from a gun? 
Arm. Sweet fmoak of rhetoric! 

He rcputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that's he: 
I ſhoot thee at the ſwain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I fly. Exit, 
Arm. A moſt acute juvenile, voluble, and free of grace; 
By thy favour, ſweet welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy face. 
I valour gives thee place. 

diy herald is return d. 
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you 


would 
him a bargain ; a g 
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that's flat; 
be fat. 


boy hath 


fait and looſe. 


a fat gooſe. 
come hither ; 


your 


| hack 
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well is as 


Let me ſee afar F 
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envoy 


Arm. Come hither, 
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"Thus came 
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bear this ſignificant to the country-maid Jaquenetta ; 
there is remuneration ; for the beſt ward of mine ho- 
nours is rewarding my dependents. Moth, follow. 
[Exit. 

Moth. Like the ſequel, I. Signior Coſtard, adieu! 
[ Exit. 

C. My ſweet ounce of man's fleſh, my in-cony 
jewel! Now will I look to his remuneration. Remu- | 
neration ! O, that's the Latin word for three Farthings ! 


three farthings, remuneration. What's the price of this 


incle? a penny. No, I'II give you a remuneration : 


why, it carries it. Remuneration !—why, it is a fairer 


name than a French crown. I will never buy — 
out of this word. 


_ SCENE III. Enter Biron. 
2 O my good knare Collard, excendiagly well 


"Cp. Pray you, Sir, 1 — | 
2 man buy for a remuneration ? 


Biron. What is a remuneration ? 

Caſt. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then theee farddings word of fi. 
Cot. I thank your Worſhip, God be with you. 

_ Biron. O ſtay, flave, I muſt employ thee : 


As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave, 


Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat. | 
Ca. When would you have it done, Sir ? 

Biron. O, this afternoon. 

Caſt. Well, I will do it, Sir: fare you well. 

Biron. O, thou knoweſt not what it is. 

Coft. I ſhall know, Sir, when I have done it. 

Biron, Why, villain, thou muſt know firſt. 


Coſt. Till there be more matter in the ſhin. 

Arm. Sirrah, Coſtard, I will infranchiſe thee. 

Cuſt. ©, marry me to one Francis; i ina fome fang. foe 
gooſe in 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoul, I mean, fetting thee at liberty; en- 
2 — thou wert immur d, reſtrained, eaptivated. 

Coſt. True, true; ond ans you will „„, 
me looſe. 

Arm. I give, Ce. 
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rn 
A pavilion in the park near the palace. 


Enter the Princeſs, R Maria 1 
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W an te hg that ſpurr'd his horſe ſo 


upon the edge of yonder coppi 
A find, where you may make the faireſt ho . 
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Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 
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168 Love's Labour's last. Ad uv. 
 Bayet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth+. 


Caſt. I have a letter from Monſieur Biron, to one La- 
dy Rofaline. 


Stand aſide, good bearer —Boyet, you can carve : 
Break up this capon *. 

Bojet. I am bound to ſerve. 
This letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 


Boyet reads. 
Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible ; true, 


that thou art beauteous ; truth itſelf, that thou art 
lovely; more fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteons, 
truer than truth itſelf; have commiſeration on thy heroical 


Gl — Fate? ' 
8 of crimes; 

— — for praiſe, an outward part, 

V/e bend to that the w of the heart. 

As I for praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill 

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Do not curs wives hold that ſelf- ſovereignty 

Only for praiſe-fake, when they ſtrive to be 

Lords o'er their lords? 

Prin. Only for praiſe ; — - ens 

| To any lady that fubgues her lord. 

Enter Coſtard. 
Boyet. Here comes, Cc. 

. Ir! * 
Coſt. — —1„· 1 is the head lady? 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know by the reſt that have no 

Which is the greateſt 


the higheſt ? 
I The thickeſt and — Ay 


The thickeſt and the talleſt ; it is fo, truth is truth. 
An' my waſte, miſtreſs, were as ſiender as your wit, 
— maids yjedles for my waſte ſhould be fe. 


- Arc not the chief woman? you are the thickeſt here. 
Prin. 's will, Sir? what's your will! 5 
Caſt. I have, & 8 | | 


5 Meaning the letter, pk im French Ge th uur, 


. 
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vaſſal. The ee 
. eye upon the and indubitate b 
Zenelophon ; and he it was that might rightly 
ni, vici, vicĩ; which to anatomize in the vu 7 
baſe and obſture vulgar! J, videlicet, He came, ſow, and 
overcame : he came, one; ſau, two; overcame, three. 
Who came? the King. Why did he come? to fee. Why 
did he ſee! ta overcome. To whom came he? to the 
beggar. What he? the beggar. Who overcame he ? 


the beggar. The concluſfton is victory: on whoſe fide ? 
the King's ; the captive is inrich'd : an whoſe fie; the 


 beggar's. The cataſtraphe is a nuptial : an whoſe fide ? 


the King's: no, on both in one, or one in both, I am 
the King, ( for fo flands the comply J then the 
— fer fo wit neſſeth thy 5. Shall I com- 
mand thy late? I may. Shall I inforce thy love? IF 
cauld. Shall I intreat thy late? Iii. What Halt 
thou exchange for rags ? robes ; for tittles ? titles: 
for thyſelf ? me. Thus expedting thy reply, I profane 
my lips on thy font, my eyes on thy picture, aud my 
heart on thy every puri. | 
Thine in the deazeſt deſign of induſtry, 
Don Adrians ds Armade. 
Thus doſt thou hear the Nemean lion roar 


'Gainſt thee, chou lamb, that ſtandeſt as his prey; 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 


And he from forage will incline to 
But if thou ftrive, (poor foul), what art thon then ? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. 
Prin. c 
What vane? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
Boyet. Lam mack deceived, bus Trumantier the Byte. 
Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere 


Boyet. This Armads — that keeps here a 


PEP 4 a monarcho, and one that makes ſport 
To the Prince, and his book-martes. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word; 

Vor. II. P 


170 Love's Labour's lat. Aa rv. 

Who thee this letter? 

I told you; my Lord. 

Prin. To whom ſhould'ſ thou give it? 

Ca. From my Lord to my Lady. 

Prin. From which Lord to which Lady ? 

Coft. From my Lord Berown, a good maſter of mine, 

To a Lady of France, that he call'd Rofaline. 
Pri. 1 Come, Lords, 


Here, fonck, þ put up this; 'ewill be thine another day. 
| [Exit Princeſs attended. 


other day. 

Bojet. Who is the ſhooter? who is the ſhooter ? 

Rof. Shall I teach you to know? i 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

NV. Why, the chat bears the bow. Finely put off. | 
Boyet. My Lady ges to kill horns: but if thou marry, 
— if heons that year miſeeary. 

on. 

Well then, I am the ſhooter. 

Net. And who is your deer? 

Ref. — — yourſelf; come not near. 


put on, — 

Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Boyet, and ſhe ſtrikes at the 

Boyet But ſhe herſelf is hit lower. Have 1 hit her now? 

Rof. Shall I come upon thee with an old faying, that was a man 

when King Pippin of France was a little boy, as touching the hit it ? 
Bayet.” So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that was a woman 


Fi 


when 2 — 


hit it. 


Thou can'ſt not bit it, my good man. 
n | 4 
— —_ i; „ 
it. 
I 88 
A mark? O, mark but that mark. a mark, fy .: 
Let che mark have a prick in't; to meet at, if it may 
Mar. Wide 0 th' bow-hand; i faith, your hand is out. 
- Indeed, »'maſt hot nearer, or hl ne'er ie the lou, 
hand be out, then, belike, your hand is in. 
Coſt. © rk ere cleaviag the pin. 


Mar. Come, come, you talk ; your lips grow foul. 
Coſt. She's two hard for you at icks, Sir, ge her to bowl. 
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing ; good night, my grad ol. 


— 9 


Rof. Thor can]? not lit it, bit it, bit it ; [Singing, 


5 


2. Love's Labour's Af. 171 F 
SCENE I. 
Enter Dull, Holofernes, and Sir Nathaniel. 


Nath. Very reverend ſport, truly; and done in the 
n 


1 — 
4 Hel. Twice fod Gmpliciey, bis coftus ; O thou mon- 
e ter Ignorance, how deformed doft thou look ? 

| Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that are 


————— 


” how 
SEED 


172 Love's Labour's . Act rv. 

ingradare fructif in us, more than he. 

R indiſcreet, or 

a fool; | 

80 were there a patch ſet on learning, to fee him in a 
ſchool. 


But omne bene, fay I; being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men; can you tell by your 


wit, f 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five 
Hol. Dictyuna, good-man Dull; Dictvnna, good 


Dull. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the Moon. 

Hol. The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more : 


mm. to five weeks, when he came to five- 


Ty” allufion holds in the 1 
Dual. "Tis true, indeed; the colluſion holds in the 


exchange. | 
Hol. God comfort thy capacity! I fay, the alluſion 
Holds fn che amet 
| Dull. And I fay, the pollution holds in the exchange; 
for the moon is never but a month old; and I fay be- 
kde, that twas a pricket that the Princeſs kil'd. 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, wilt you hear an al e- 
pitaph on the death of the deer? and to humour the 
ignorant, I have call d the deer the Princefs kilPd, « 


Nath. Perge, good Maſter Holofernes, perge ; ſo it 
mall pleaſe you to abrogate ſcurrility. i 
Hal. I will ſomething affect the letter; for it argues 


The praifeful Princeſs pier'd and prieli 
r 


Tilt now made ſore with ſhooting. 
| The dogs did yell; put L to fore, 
T. fordl jumpt from thickts _ 


e N 7 
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ad we or elſe ſorel, 
The people fall a booting. . 
If fore be fore, then L ta fore 


Makes F rel. 
Of one <2 Lug 4. i 


By adding but one mere L. 


Nath. A rare talent! 
Dull. If a talent be a claw, * 


with a talent. 


Hol. „ ſimple, ſimple; 
fooliſh extravagant ſpirit, full of forms, figures, 1 
objects, ideas, apprehenſions, motions, revolutions. 
Theſe are begot in the ventricle of memory, nouriſm d 
in the womb of pia mater, and deliver'd upon the mel- 
lowing of occaſion; _—— 
whom it is acute, and I am thankful for . 

Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for * may mx 
pariihioners; 4 — — Wn ©98 


their daughters profit very greatly under you; you are 
commonwealth 


Hol. Mehercle, if their ſons be ingenuous, they hall 
want no inſtruction: if their daughters be capable, I 
will put it to them. But vir ſapit, gas pence byud 


„ 


tur; a foul feminine faluteth us. 


SCENE I. ab an 


Jag. God give you good morrow, Maſter Parſon 
Good Mater Parſon, be ſo good as read me this letter; 
it was given me by Coſtard, and ſent me from Don Ar- 
matho; I beſeech you, read it. [Nath. reads to himfelf. 
gelida quando pecus omne ſub 


» Mafter Parſon. 


Maſter P if one ſhould be | 
„ And if one pierc's,, 


\ Cot. Marry, Maſter Schoolmaſter, he that is likeſt to a hogſ- 
mw Hal. Of kogſhead, a good luſtre of congeit in a turf” 
cm cnongh frat, yd exo for ine 15 


J Good Mater, en 
P 3 


ns Love's Labour's loft. 


Act zv. 

—_— and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan +, IL 
5 thee as the traveller doth of Venice ; 

megia! qui non te vedi, ei non te 1. 
old Mantuan! 23 


Study dee kar, and makes hs en thn 

Wet dk cvifors Bro, Gas an wank 
1f know be the mark „ know thee hall fu 
> comm tu wan tn 


commend. 
wonder : | 


Which is to me ſome praiſe, that 1 thy parts 


admire ; 
Thy eye Jore's ighting bears, thy voice bis d. 
Which, h, not ws anger bent is muſic, and ſweet 


Ectelial © thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That ſings bea n's praiſe with fuch an earthly 
and fo miſs the 


Wire of his binthe a ner of Lene wh Hel wy the ad 
os the fiſtermh century. 


1 o* 


vuhitè hand of the moſt beauteous Lady Reſaline. I will 
look again on the intelle& of the letter, for the no- 
mination of the party writing to the perſon written 
unto. 

Dear Lachſbib in all defired employment, Bizon. 
This Biron is one of the votaries with the - and 
here he hath fram'd a letter to a ſequent of the 
Queen's, which accidentally 


duty : | g 
Jag. Good Coftard, go with me. Sir, God fave 
Coft. Have with thee, my gi | 

[Exeunt Coft. and Jaq. 
Nath. Sir, 


you have done this in the fear of God, 
very relig : and as a certain father faith —— 
Hel. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear colour- 


176 Love's Labour's bt. Act rv. 
Hel. And, certes, the text moſt infallibly concludes 
jt, Sir, I do invite you too; {Ts Dull. ] you fhall 
not fay me, Nay: Pauca berla. Away, the gentles 
are at their game, and we will to our recreation. 
Fe LExeunt. 


r 
Enter Biron, with @ paper in his hand, alone. 


as Ajax, 


— 
* 


ſweet a kiſs the golden fun gives 


As thy eye-beams, when their freſh rays have ſmote 
The night of dew, that on my checks down flows ;. 
Nor ſhines the filver moon one half fo bright, 


| Through the tranſparent boſom of the deep, 


4 
4 


ca OHA. A 4 ial. ca 


e not puniſhment : 


Fows, far thee broke, defe: 
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Her ſhoulder is with child. [afide. 
Dum. As fair as day. | 
Biron. . but then no ſun muſt 

ſhine. | 


Leide. 
Dam. O that T had my with! 
Long. And Þ had mine Lide. 


1420 


— 


Sc. 4. Leven Labour's bf. 179 
_ King. And mine too, good Lord! [a 
Sr Lees 

word? Cad. 
Dum. I would forget her, but a fever ſhe 

Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Bir. A fever in your blood ! why then, inciſion 

Would let her out in ſawcers, fweet miſpriſion. Ca ſde. 
Dum. — lead 


Biron. — more I'll mark, how love can vary 
wit. [afede. 
Dumain reads his founet. 
On a day, ( alack, the day! 
5 you whoſe month is ever May, 
"Y y'd a b1:ffom paſſing fair, 
Pls aying in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
s. 2 All unſeen, gun a find ; 
's That - [ 4 . 
Wifh'd himſelf the heaven's breath. 
Air, ( quath he 25 5 _ may blow 
Air, would I iumpb fo ! 
But, alact, my by ſworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vea, alack, for youth unmeet, 


, Youth fo aft ta pluck a fret. 
_ Do Ee call it fin in = 
That Fam for fworn for —_ 
. Thou, for «whom ev'n Fove wou'd fwear, 
4 Jano but an Ethiope were ; : 
a And deny himfelf for . 
. Turning mortal for thy love 


This will 1 ſend, and ſomething elſe more plain, 
oY rr 


2 


— = 


Hr 1 | 
121175 151 y 1 


1588884 


1111 


89 


gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 


where my Liege s? 


Cot. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now, what is in you ? why doſt thou 


tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy: your Grace necds | 
nat fcar it. ; 
Vor. II. | 4 


182 Love's Labour's hft. Gd 
Long. „%% en ane hs 
hear it. 


Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreſon loggerhead, you were born 
to do me thame. [Ts Coftard. 
Go 1 I confeſs, I confeſs. 


54 3 
up the meſs. 
He, he, and you ; and you, my Liege, and I 
Are pick purſes is ve, and we deſerve to die. 
audience, and 1 ſhall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is eren. 
Biron. True, true; we are four : 
Will theſe turtles be gone ? 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. 
Caſt. Walk afide the true folk, nen 
[Exeunt Coſt. and 
ZBiron. Sweet Lords, ſweet lovers, O, let us embrace: 
As true we are as fleſh and blood can be. 
The ſea will ebb and flow, heaven will ſhew his face: 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 
„„ whe we was. 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
thine ? 
Biron. 33 who ſees the heavenly 
That (like a rude and ſavage man of oInde, 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous eaſt) 
Bows not his vaſſal head, and, ftrucken blind, 
Kikes the baſk graced with cdaikenr docaſd 2 
What peremptory eagle-fightzd eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by ker Majeſty ? 
King. What zcal, what fury, hath inſpir d thee now ? 
My love (her miſtreſs) is a gracious moon; 
She (an attending ſtar) ſcarce ſeen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron. 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull'd ſovereignty 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek; 


* 


e2 


Sc. 4- 


* 


Love's Labour's loft. 193 
Where ſeveral worthies make one dignity ; 
Where nothing wants, thet wont all doth feed. 
Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues ; 
Tie, painted rhetoric! O, ſhe needs it not: 
rn 
She paſſes praiſe ; the praiſe, too ſhort, doth blot. 
A wither'd hermit, — winters worn, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye: 
Beauty doth varniſh age, as if new-born, 
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy ; 


O, tis the ſun that maketh all things ſhine. 


King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony. 
 Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine ! 

A wife of fuch wood were felicity. 
e. 
That I may ſwear, Beauty doth beauty 

If chat ſhe learn not of her eye to look ? 
No face is fair, that is not full fo black ? 
King. O paradox, black is the badge of hell: 
n 
And beauty's crete becomes the heavens well. 


light : 
O,. if in black my Lady's brow be deckt, 

It mourns, that painting and ufurping hair 

Should raviſh doaters with a falſe aſpect : 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the faſhion of the days, 
For native blood is counted painting now 
And Qaekee rel; Qua weeds axets heat, 

Paints itſelf black to imitate l r brow. 
Dum. To look like her are chimney-ſweepers black. 
Long. And ſince her time are colliers counted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their fweet complexion — 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is I. ht. 

 Biron. Your miſtreſſes dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours ſhould be waſh'd away. 
King. 22 your s did : for, Sir, to tell you 


- * Love's Labour's beſt. A& ww. 
9 fo much as 


Dum. 1 never knew man hold vile fluff fo dear. 
mm ror. my foot and her face 


. _ OO IO 


Our loving tatdd, and cus 

Dum. Ay, oy. there; . 
O., authority how to 

e 1 
Dum. Some falve for perjury. 

F#Siron. O, tis more than need. 

Have at you then, Affection's men at arms; 

Conſider what you firſt did fwear unto : 

To fat, to ſtudy, and to fee no woman ; 

Flat treaſon cainſt the kingly ſtate of youth. 

Say, can you faſt? your ſtomachs are too young: 

And abftinence 1 maladies, 

And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy, (Lords), 

In that each of you hath forſworn his book, 

Can you ftill dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 

For when would my Lord, or you, or you, 


Why, univerſal plodding priſons up 
The nimble fpirits in the arteries ; 
. IH Gove 
The finewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, „ 

You have in that forfworn the ufe of eyes? 
And ſtudy too, the caufer of your vow. 

For where is any author in the world 

Teaches ſuch duty as a woman's eye ? p 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourſelf; 
And where we are, our learning likewiſe 


41115 4470 

mf T1 

141 f 

Tr ER 

al 4111 115 
t eel 11 

1445 24 e 10 SL EEES Go 


SS U0aq.:% 


186 _— Labour's ff. Act v: 


ſake, (a word all women love); 
fake, (the author of theſe women) ; 
Or womens” ſake, (by whom we men are men): 
Let us once lofe our oaths to find ourſelves; 
Or elle we loſe ourſelves to keep our oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forſworn, 
For charity irfelf fyliils the law: 
And who can fever love from charity ? 


King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, foldiers, to the field ! 


Bir:z. Advance your ſtandards, and upon them, Lords; 
Pell-mell, down with them; but be wy advis'd, 
In conflict that you ge t the ſun of them. 

Long. Non to paneling, la thee glozes by; 
Shall we refolve to woo theſe girls of France ? 

King. And win them too; SB be as die 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron. Firſt, from the park let us conduct them thi- 
Then homeward every man attach the hand [I ther; 
Of bis fair miſtreſs; in the afternoon 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape : 

For revels, dances, maſks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair love, ſtrewing her way with flowers. 

King. e 
That will be time, us be fitted. 

DONT» as; 

And juſtice always whirls in equal meafure 
Liz: wenches may prove plagues to men forſworn; 

If fo, our copper buys no better treaſure. [Excurt. 


&KET net. 


The ſtreet. 
Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, and Dull. 
Hol. Atit, guad ſu 
J Aal. ene Sis your reaſons 
ee pleaſant 
without ſeurrikty, witty without Tectatic audacious 
ſtrange without hereſy, 1 did converſe this quondam 


dS i lt a—_— 1 a a. — r_ 
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day with a compani 

nominated, or 

Hol. Novi hominem, tanguam te. His humour is 
lofry, his diſcourſe peremptory, his tongue filed, his 


eye ambitious, his lr 
Maker wh. coins Tod nd thrafonical. He is too 


Hel. 6. 0 
than the of his argument. I abhor ſuch phana- 
» fuch infociable and point-deviſe com- 


nebour; neigh abbreviated ne. This is abominable, 
which we would call abhominable : it infinuateth me 
oy" Ne intelligis, Domine, — 
—_— Laus Des, bene, intelligo. 


Hel. Bone? —— bane, for bene; Priſcian a little 
ſcratch'd; twill ſerve. 


SCENE IL. Enter Armado, Moth, and Coftard. 


Nath. Videſne quis venit ? 

Hol. Video, & gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra. 

Hel. Mam. mind? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd. 

Hel. Moſt military, Sir, falutation. 

Moth, The have been at a great feaſt of languages, 
and ftole the 

Coft. O, they have liv'd long on the alms-baſket of 
words, I marvel thy maſter hath not eaten thee for a 


| word ; for thu rt wot fo long b the head as hoxorifi- 


cabilitudinitatibus : chou art fwallow'd than a 


flap-dragon. 
Moth. Peace, the peal begins 
Arm. Monſieur, are — — 
Moth. Yes, yes, be reaches boys th hen be: 


188 Love's Labour's last. Ad v. 
What is A B ſpelt backward with a horn dn his head ? 

Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, moſt filly theep, with a horn. You hear 
his learning. 

Hal. Nui, quis, thou 3 . 1 

Moth. The third of the repeat 
| them; or the fifth, if I. 1 


| Moth. The ſheep; | 

Arm. Now, by the falt wave of the Mediterraneum, 
a ſweet touch, a quick venew of wit; ſnip, ſnap, quick 
and home ; it 


x Sus. Sir, {x - TT 
affection, to con 1 ar 


Hal. The poſterior * 


„ Wee e ease eren lr go ,ng mn eg. 


is liable, congruent, and meaſurable for the aſternoon: 


nit 
1 11 N 


1228 
1210 


nine wor- 
entertainment of time, 
ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be rendered 
by our aſſiſtants at the King's command, and this moſt 


. 


ſuch 


ſelf are good at 


concerning 


you withal, to the end to crave your af- 
Hol. Per 


breaking out of mirth, (as it were), 
thies. Sir, as 


fire-work. 
and your ſweet 


: I fay, none fo fit as to preſent the nine wor- 


of 


11121 
l 


e 
4441 


11714 
buſt 


illuſtrate, and learned Gentleman, before the 


— 


5 


ſome 


190 Love's Labour's If. Ad v. 
gling a ſnake; and I will have an apology for that pur- 


Moth. An excellent device : for if any of the audi- 
ence hiſs, you may cry; Well done, Hercules, now 
- © thou eruſheſt the * that is the way to make 
an offence gracious, tho” few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the reſt of the worthies, ——— 


. We will have, if this fadge not, an antic. I 
beſeech you, follow 


Dull. Fl Ard ix, — 
on the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance the 


— Moſt dull, honeſt, Dull, to our ſport away. 


SCENE II. Before the Princeſs's pavilion. 
Enter Princeſs, and Ladies. 


Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 
Tf fairings come thus. plentifully in. 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds !——— 
Look you, what L have from the loving King. 
Rof. ee 
Prin. Nothing but this * yes, as much love in rhime, 
Dre 
Writ on both ſides the leaf, margent and all; 
That he was fain to feal on Cupid's name. 
Rof. That was the way to make his godhead wax, 
For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 
_ Cath. Ay, and a threwd unhappy gallows too. 
Ref. You'll ne'er be friends with him; he Rid 


your ſiſter. 
Cath. He made her melancholy, fad and heavy, 
And fo ſhe died ; had ſhe been light, like you, 


OMP Zz> £20 


a 


Sc. 2. Love's Labour's bot. 
Of fuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring ſpirit, 
She might have been a ere ſhe dy'd. 
Re 


Cath. A light condition, in a beauty dark. 
Rof. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Cath. You'll mar the light, by taking it in ſnuff: 
Therefore III darkly end the argument. 
rere? 


Cath. rien 
Rof. Ware pencils*. How? let me not die your 


My red dominicl, my golden letter. 
„ that your face were not fo full of Ocs ! 
wy Pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all ſhrews. 
Prin, But what was ſent to you from fair Dumain ? 
Cath. Madam, this glove. 
Prin. Did he not fend you twain ? 
Cath. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 

Some thouſand verſes of a faithful lover. 


n for her painting, peneil being a 


, / v .  SESTS” 


his face. 


Boyet. O, I am ſtabb'd with laughter; where's her 


Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth 
always look'd upon not only as the tokens 


in/truments alſo of deſtiny. 
1 See vol. 1. P. 287, note 4. 


= 


Fils 
d 


. 


ſignals, but the 


® Portentis have been 


l 


and 
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That charge their breath againſt us? fay, ſcout, ſay. 
Beoyet. Under the cool ſhade of a fycamore, 
I thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome half an hour; 


| Their purpoſe is to parley, court, and dance; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his ſev ral miſtreſs ; which they'll know, 
em Zy favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow, 
Ver, II. | R 


Adv. 


Love's Labour's boff. 
ſo? the gallants ſhall be taſk'd; 


* And wi 


A 


a 


1 


e 


2 


Wich viſages diſplay d, to talk and 


n HA. 


[ Sound. 


Boyet. The trumpet ſounds ; be maſk'd, the maſkers 


ſpeaker's 


if he be out. 


There's no fuch ſport, as ſport by ſport o'erthrown, 


L greet. bs 
„if they defire us to t? 


er come in, 


* 


come. 


But ſhall we dance 
rin. No; to the death, we will not move a foot 


quite 
Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt, 


1. 


o make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ; 
So ſhall we ſtay, mocking intended game; 


Ro 
P 


And they, well mock'd, depart away with ſhame. 


And 
The reſt will ne 


V. 


s o EN E 


Enter the Hing. 


# 


Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and atten- 


ade 


'd lite Muſcoviten ; Moth with mu ſic, 
a maſquer, | 


guts 


p 
7 


Moth. All bail, the richeſt beauties on the earth! 


as for 


ant, d. 
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ö Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 


Math. 4 parcel of the faireſt dames, 
oration (oo bares prod 


| 
| 
| 
; 
4 
: 


« 
a 
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I 
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4 
: 
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one mile? 
Biron. We number nothing that we ſpend for you; 
Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite, 
That we may do it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like favages) may worſkip it. 
Rof. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are clouds, to do as ſuch clouds do. 
V „ bright moon, and theſe thy ftars, to ſhine 
(Thoſe clouds d) upon our watery eyne. 
Rof. O vain petitioner, beg 


Thou bid'ſt me beg, this begging is not ſtrange. 

 Rof. Play, muſic, then; nay, you muſt do it foon. 

Not yet? no dance? thus change I, like the moon. 

King. Will you not dance? how come you thus e- 
ſtrang d? | 

Reſ. You took the moon at full, but now ſhe's 


King. Let ſtill ſhe is the moon, and I the man. 
The muſic plays, vouchfafe ſome motion to it. 
Reſ. Our ears vouchſafe it. 
King. But your legs ſhould do it. 
We'll not be nice; take hands;—we will not dance. 


Roſ. Only to ; 
ſo the meaſure ends. 
_ King. More meafure of this meaſure ; be not nice. 
Roſ. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 
King. Prize yourſelves then; what buys your com- 
? | 


| pany 
Roſ. Your abſence only. 
King. That can never be. 
Rof. Then cannot we be bought; and fo adieu; 
Twice to your viſor, and half once to you. 
King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 


you cry. 


R 3 


word in private with you, ere I die. 


die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
ſoftly 


an wean i; n may prove an er 
ZA 


ie 
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298 Love's Labour's bft. Ac v. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As 1s the razor's edge, invincible, 
Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be feen : 
Above the ſenſe of ſenſible, fo ſenſible 


Rof. — my maids; break off, break 


Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure ſcoff.— 
King. 3 you have ſimple wits. 
[Exeant King and Lords. 


S CEREE FF TH 


| Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muſcovites. 
Are theſe the breed of wits ſo wonder'd at? 


This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite. 
Re. O! they were all in lamentable caſes. 


'The King was weeping-ripe for a goed word. 
Prin. Biron did fwear himſelf out of all ſuit, 


ſtraight 
ille gad I came o' er his heart, 
Ard trow you ; when he calf'@ ne ? | 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Cath. Yes, in good faith. * 
Frin. Go, — as thou art ! 
Neſ. Well, better wits have warn plain 

Bat will you hear ? the King is ny love fworn, 
Prin. And quick Biron hath pl gh:-d faith to me. 
Cath. And Longavillz was for my lervice born. 
Mar. Dumain is mine, as ſure 28 bark on tree. 


Boyet. Madam, and pretty miſtre ſſes, give car 
c 


*** « . 


TC Py 


Se. 7- Line's Labour's bf. 6 
In their own | 
They will 


ſhapes; for it can never be 
this harſh 1 
Prin. Will they return ? 


Bayct. They will, they will, God knows; 


And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours, and, when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet roſes in this fummer-air. 


Prin. How, blow ? how, blow? ſpeak to be under- 
Beer. * Fair ladies maſk'd, are roſes in the bud, 
228 veil'd in clouds: are roſes blown, 
« Diſmaſk'd, their damaſk ſweet ſhewn. 


gommixture 
Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! what ſhall we do 

If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 
Ro. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 

Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as diſguis d; 

Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

Diſguis d, like Muſcovites, in ſhapeleſs gear; 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 


Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o er the land. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE vn. Before the Princeſs pavilion. 


King. Fair Sir, God fave you! Where's the Princes? 
Bayet. Gone to her tent. 


Pleaſe it your Majeſty, command me any ſervice to her? 


King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. I will; and fo will the, I know, my Lord. 


[Exit, 

King. This fellow picks up wit, as pi peas; 
And utters it again, when Jove doth p 
He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares 
At wakes and waffals, meetings, markets, fairs: 
And we that f. II by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch ſhow, 
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King. We come to viſit you, and now 

o lead you to our court; — — 

Prin. This field ſhall hold me, and fo hold your vow : 

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 

1 you provoke; 
virtue of your eye muſt break my oath. 

Prin. You nick-name virtue ; vice you ſhould have 


I would not yield to be your houſe's gueſt : 


Niron. See. where it comes; behaviour. what wert thou, 


Till this man ſhew'd thee ? and what art thou now? 
A hail fweet Madam, and fair time of day! 
| in. Fair in all hail is foul, as I conceive. 


Conſtrue my ſpeeches better, if 
| —C Then with me dawes, I vill gre you leave. 
King. We come, Cc, 
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why demand 


you wore ? 


my 


that I poſſeſs. 


you leſs. 
the vizors was it that 


give 
when ? what vizor ? 
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breaking cauſe to be 
oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
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8 and all 


you have liv'd in deſolation here, 
All the fool mine ? 


W + 


11 


So much I hate a 
Of heav'nly 
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Nor n ver more in Nuſſian habit wait. 
O! never will I truſt to ſperches penn d. 
Not to the motion of a {chook-boy's tongue ; 
Nor never come in vizor to my friend, ? 
Nor woo in rhime, like a blind harper's ſong. 


expreſs d 


kerſy 
ſo God law! 
begin, wench, ( — Js 
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again 
Much upon this it is— And might not you [To Boyet. 
Foreſtal our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 


For every one 
Biraon. And three times three is nine ? 


Biron. By Jove, das three threes for nine. 
*. © Lord, Sir, , it were pity you ſhould get your 
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Sc. 9. - Love's Labour's lat. 205 
Coft. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pompion 
the Great; for mine own part, 1 
of the worthy ; but I am to ſtand for him. 
Biron, Go bid them prepare. 


Coft. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take 
ſome care. 

| King. Biron, they will ſhame us; let them not ap- 
[Exit Coit, 


Einen. We ans ſhamc-proof, my Lord ; and 'tis 
me 


* 
To have one ſhow worſe than the King's and his com- 
King. I fay, they ſhall not come. [ pany. 
Prin. Nay, my good Lord, let me o'er-rule you now; 


That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how, 


Where zeal ſtrives to content, and the contents 

Dies in the zeal of that which it prefents ; 

Their form, confounded, makes moſt form in mirth ; 

When great fs. 88 periſh in their birth. 
Biron. A right deſcription of our ſport, my Lord. 


SCENE IX. Enter Armado. 
Arm. Anointed, I implore ſo much expence of thy 
* ſweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
Prin. „ 


Biron. Wh you ? 

Prin. He . not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, ſweet, honey monarch; 
for, I proteſt, the ſchoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical ; 
too, too vain; too, too vain: but we will put it, as 
they fay, to fortuna de la guerra. 5 
of mind, moſt Royal coupplement. EN 

King. Here is ike w he a good prefence of worthies : 
he Hector of Troy ; the ſwain, Pompey the 
Great; the pariſh-curate, Alexander ; 's page, 
Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabeus. 
And if theſe four worthies in their firſt ſhow thrive, 


Theſe four will change habits, and preſent the other 


Biron. There are five in the firſt ſhow, [five. 

King. 3 deceiv'd, S 

te fool, and the g. 95 
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A bare throw at zovum, and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in's vein. 


King. The ſhip is under fail, and here ſhe comes a- 
main. 


2 


2 1 83 1 


Coft. I Pompey 
7 4h With Libbard's head on knee. 3 
2 Well faid, old mocker: | muſt needs be friends 


Coft. IP. e d the 


Goff. Iris Great, Sir; Pompey, ſurnam'd the Great 
That oft in ffeid, with : * and foicks, l 
Did make my foe to 
And travelling along this coaſt, There am r 


If your Ladyp woul fg, Tha rages, I 


Prin. Gre thanks, Great R 
is not fo much worth; but 1 was per- 
e * 


Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pomp-y proves the 


Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. | 
Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's 
commander ; 
By eaſt, IS" , and ſouth, 1 ſpread my conquering 


heon plain declares, that I am Aliſander. 
Ih et e for it ſtands 


„l + 


Nath. When in the world Thie'd, I was the world's 


Bojet. Moſt true, Us right; 23 


the 
4 


Se. 9. 


Love's Labour's bf. 207 
Coff. Your ſervant, and Coſtard. 
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 


c. O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the con- 
queror. [7e Nath.] You will be ſcraped out of the 

ted cloth for this; your lion, that holds the poll-ax 
e 
afraid to ſpeak ? run away for ſhame, Alifander. There, 
an't ſhall pleaſe an honeſt 
marvellous 


Judas, and Moth for Hercules 
| Hel. Great Hercules is by this imp, 
1 | Whole club kilrd Cerberus, that three-headed 


Canmwus ; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimp, 


Thus did he in his manus : 


Judas? 
Hol. Fudas I am. 8 | 
Dum. The more ſhame you, Judas 
Hol. What mean you, Sir ? 
Bazet. To make Judas hang himſelf. 
| Hol. Begin, Sir, you are my elder. 


208 Lever Labour's lf. A&. v. 
Biron. = 2 Judas was hang'd on an 


Hel. J will not be put out of countenance. 

Biren. Becauſe thou haſt no face. 

Hol. What is this? 

Bojet. A cittern head. 

Dun. The head of a bodkin. 

Biren. A death's face in a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, ſcarce ſeen: 

£2zet. The pummel of Czfar's faulchion. 

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flaſk. 

Firm. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch. 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer ; 

And now, forward ; for we have put thee in counte- 
nanc2. 

Hel. You have put me out of countenance. 

Birr. Falſe; we have given thee faces. 

H:1. Put you have out-fac'd them all. 

B:iron. An thcu wert a lion, we would do fo. 

Bayet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go. 

And ſo adieu, fweet Jude: nay, why doſt thou ſtay ? 

Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biran. For the afs to the Jude; give it him. Judas, 
away. | 

Hcl. — not gentle, not humble. 

B:y2t, A light for Monſieur Judas; it grows dark, 
he may ſtumble, | 

Prin. Alas! poor Machabeus, how he hath been 

. nn - 


Enter Armado. 
Bir:n. Hide thy head, Achilles, we a er 


in arms. 


Dum. Tho” wy mocks come home by me, I will 


now be merr 

King. Hektor was but a Trojan in reſpect of this. 
Bayet. But is this Hector! 

King. I think, Hector was not fo elean- timber d. 
Long. His leg is tco big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Bayet. No; be is beſt endu d in the ſmall. 
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Biron. This can't be Hector. oF 
Dum. He's a god or a painter, for he makes faces. 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the almighty, 
Cave H 1 gift, | | ; 
iran. A P 
Long. Stuck with cloves. 
Dum. 
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Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pom- 
pey ! Fompey the huge! 

Dam. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd; more Atos, more tes ; 
ftic them on, ſtir them on. 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 
Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood 1 in's 
belly than will ſup a flea. 

./rm, By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 


Cid. J will not fight with a pole, like a northern man: 


PI bach; PH do't by the fword : I pray you, let me 
borrow my arms again. | 

Dum. Room for the incenſed worthies. 

C4. i do it in my ſhirt, 

Dur, Moſt re ſolute Pompey ! 2 

112th, Maſter, Tet me take you a button- hole "ng 
Do ye rot fee, Pompey is uncaſing for the combat? 
* hat mean you? you will loſe your reputation. 

Arm. Geatlemen, and ſoldiers, pardon me; I will 
net combat in my ſhire, 

Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 
Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Heron. What reaſon have you for 't? 

m. The naked truth of it is, I have no fhirt; I 
go woukwend for penance, 

Baret. True, and it was injoined him in Rome for 
« Want of linen; ſirce when, I'll be ſworn, he wore 
*« rane but a diſh-clout of Jaquenetta's, and that * 
« wears next his heart for a favour.” 


SCENE X. Enter Macard. 


Mac. Gol fave vou, Mad: m! 
Prin. Welcome, Macard, but that thou interrupteſt 
our merriment. 
Mac. Fm forry, Madam, for the news I bring = 
Is heavy in rv; tongue. The King your father- 
Prin. Dead! for my life. 
ac. Even fo, my tale is told. 
birtn, Worthics, away; the fcene begins to cloud. 
Ati. Fer my own gert, I breathe free breath; I have 


rene een 


Eren 


Sc. 10. Lowe's Labour's bf. 211 
ſeen the day of right through the little hole of diſcre- 
tion, and I will right myſelf like a ſoldier. 
[ Exeunt worthies. 
King. How fares your Majefty ? 
Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to-night. 
Ling. Madam, not fo ; I do beſeech you, ftay. 
Prix. Prepare, I ſay.—I thank you, gracious Lords, 
For alt your fair endeavours ; and intreat, 
Out of a new-fad foul, that vouchſafe 
In your rich wiſdom to excuſe, or hide, 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits; 
If oves-boldly we have borne ourſelves 
In the converſe of breath, your gentleneſs 
Was guilty of is. Farewe!, worthy Lord; 
An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue : 
Excuſe me fo, coming fo ſhort of thanks, 
"YO * 
- King. The extreme time extremely forms 
Al tie wth of his ſpeed; 
And often, at his very looſe, decides 0 
That which long proceſs could not arbitrate. 


And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 

For your fair fakes have we neglected time, 

Play'd foul play with our oaths: your beauty, Ladies, 
Hath much deform'd us, faſhioning our hamours 


Even to th' oppoſed end of our iments ; 

And what in us hath fcem'd ridiculous, 

As love is full of unbefitting trains, 

All wanton as a child, ſkipping in vain, 

Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye, 
Full of firaying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
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my heart, mine eye, 
thy anſwer there 
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me for my love. 


Impoſe ſome ſervice on 


and ought to be expunged, as 
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miſplaced, 


draught 


* Theſe fix lines are 
' being the author's firſt 
proved and made more 
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Cackow ! cuckow! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſfing to a married car! 
pe on caten ſtraws, 
And merry are ploughmens” clocks : 
When turtles tread, x yt wg Amway wh 
And maidens bleach thet ſummer-ſmocks z 
The cuckow then on every tree | 
Mocks married men ; for thus fing he, 
Cackow! | . 
Cackow ! cuckow! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſfing to @ married car 
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When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the d blows his nail: 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 


When blood is niMt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly A,, the ſtaring owl, 
T u-whit ! to- 

A merry note, 

While greaſy Jane dath keel the pot. 
wy pot done fore phe 5 


En ger fon; 
dd ris 2 in the ſnow, 
's noſe looks red and raw ; 
When — erabs 3 in the bowl, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
—7 — 2 ! 
A merry note, 
While greaſy Jene doth heel the pot. 


Are harſh after the ſongs of Apollo: 


You, that way; We, this way. [Exennt ones. 


Orla 
lay'f 
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$$+++0$00000$000$$0000++$00000400000 
DRAMATIS PERSON X. 


Dux x. t the ufarping Duke Frede- 
Frederick, brother to the Duke, |} nick. | 
; and uſarper of his dukedom. 
Ami L:rds attendi g 1 
the Duke ia bis la- Corin, 
121 niſhment. Sylvius, 4 
Le Bev, @ c:urtier attending on || A clown, in bye with Audrey. 
Frederick. - I} Wilkam, another clown, in love 
Oliver, eldeſt fan to Sir Rowland} with Audrey. | 
de Boys, who had formerly been || Sir Oliver Mar-text, @ country 


a ſcrovaat ta the Jute. | curate. 
Jaques, e younger brothers to || Roſalind, daughter to the Duke, 
Orlando, Oli ver. Celia, daughter to Frederick. 


— — 


Adam, an 2id ſervant of Sir Nouw- Phebe, @ ſrepherdeſs. 
laud de Boys, now following the] Audrey, a country-wensh. 
| fortunes of Orland. | Lords belonging to the two Dukes z 
Dennis, ſervaut ts Cliuer. | with Pages, Foreſters, and 0 
Charles, a wre/iler, aud fervant|| ther attendants. F | 
The SCENE hes, frſt, near Oliver's houſe ; and, afterwards, 
partly, in the Duke's court, aud partly in the foreſt of Arden. 
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hy heads en me, 


Oli. be png 
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zime carelefaly, as they did in the golden world. 
c before the new 

. le, do I. Sir; and I came to acquaint you 

with a matter. I am given, Sir, fecretly to underſtand, 


that your younger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to 


come in diſguis d againſt me to try a fall; to-morrow, 
Sir, I wreſtle for my credit; and he that eſcapes me 
without ſome broken limb, ſhall acquit him well, Your 
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As you like #. Ad 1. 

SCENE Ww. 
| Changes to an open walk before the Duke's palace. 

Enter Roſalind and Celia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Roſalind, fweet my coz, be merry. 

Rof. Dear Celia, I ſhow more mirth than I am mi- 

yet I were merrier? Unleſs 

me to forget a baniſh'd father, you muſt 

w to remember any extraordinary plea- 


Cel. Herein I fee thou lov'ſt me not with the full 
weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy baniſhed fa- 
cher, had baniſhed thy uncle the Duke my father, fo 
ahou hadſt been ſtill with me, I could have taught my 
Jove to take thy father for mine; fo would'ſt thou, if 
zhe truth of thy love to me were fo righteouſly temper'd 
nas mine is to thee, 

20 


Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtate, 
rejoice in your's, 
{. You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou 
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man in good earneſt, nor no further in ſport 
ther, than with ſafety of a pure bluſh thou may' in 
Honour come off again, | 

Noſ. What ſhall be our ſport then? 

Cel. Let us fit, and mock the good houſewife Fortune 
from her whec], that her gifts may henceforth be be- 
ſtowed equally. 

Ref. I would we could do ſo; for her benefits are 
mightily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind woman 
doth moſt miſtake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. "Tis trie; for thoſe that the makes fair, fbe 


* 


: 
; 
5 


. 


dans and thoſe that the makes hone, 
ſhe makes very ill-favoured. 
Ref. Nay, now thou goeſt from Sms ale = 


Nature's: Fortune reigns in gifis of the world, not in 
the kneaments of nature. 


Enter Touchſtone, a clown. ö 
Cel. No! when Nature hath made a fair creature; 
may ſhe not by fortune fall into the fire? though Na- 
ture hath given us wit to fluut at Fortune, hath not 


Fortune ſent in this fool to cut off chis argument: 


Ref. Indeed there is fortune too hard for nature; 


when Fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter off of 


nature's wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's work neither, 
but Nature's; who, perceiving our natural wits too dull 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath ſent this natural fur 
our whetſtone : for always the dulneſs of the fool is the 
whetſtone of the wits. How now, 22 — 


Cel. Were yo you made the meſlenger ? 

Clo. No, by mine honour 3. but I was bid to come 
you. 

Rof. Where learned you that oath, fool ? | 
Clo, * Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his ho- 


« nour they were good pancakes, and fwore by his ho- 


„ nour the muſtard was naught.” Now, I'll ftand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the muſtard was 
e 
How that in the of 
— 3 great heap of your 
Ref. „„ 
Clo. Stand you both forth now; ſtroke your chins, 
and fwear by your beards that I am a knave. 
Cel. So 4 grate oy if we had them, thou art. 
Clo. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were ; but 
if you fwear by that that is not, you are not forfworn : 


no more was this Knight fwearing by his honour, for 


he never had any ; or if he had, he hed ſworn it away 
before ever he ſaw thoſe pancakes or that muſtard, 


Cel. Prizthee, who is that thou megn f? 


wit that fools have was ſilenc'd, the little foolery 
wiſe men have makes a great how. Here comes 
Monſieur Le Beu. 


SCENE v. Enter Le Bew 
Rof. Wich his mouth full of news. 
cel. Which he will put on us, = pidgmes fend cls 


of. Then ſhall we be news- cramm d. 
Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable. 
Bon j jour, — pn what news ? 
Le Ban. Fair x you have loſt much good ſporr. 
Cel. Sport ; of what colour ? 


Le Jeu. What colour, Madam? how ſhall I anſwer. 
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Le Ben. The eldeſt of the three wreſiled with Charles 


the Duke's wreſtler ; which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke chree of his ribs, that there is little 
hope of life in him: ſo he ferv'd the ſecond, and fo 
the third : yonder they lie, the poor old man their fa- 
ther making fuch pitiful dole over them, that all the be- 
 hokders take his part with weeping, 

Rof. Alas ! 

Clo. But what is the ſport, Mookieur, chat the ladies 
— Why this that I ſpeak of. 

Ben. 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day ! It is the 

firſt time that I heard breaking of ribs was ſport 


Due. Come on; fince the youth will not be intreat- 


Raf. Is yonder the man? 

Le Ben. Even be, Madam, 

Cel. Alas, he is too young; vet he looks faceefsfully. 

Duale. How now, daughter aud couſin are you crept 
hither to ſce the wreſtling 

Rof. Ay, my — pleaſe you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take little delight in it, I can tell 
you, there is ſuch odds in the men. In pity of the 
challenger's youth, I would fam diſſuade him, but he 
will not be intreated. Speak to him, Ladies, ſce if you 
can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Beu, 


Orla. I attend them with all and duty. 


Orla. No, fair Princeſs ; he is the general challen- 
er: I come but in, as others do, to try with him 
th of my youth. 
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Cel. And mine to eek out her's. 
Ref. Fare you well; pray Heav'n I be deceiv'd in 
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If do keep your nfs is wa. 
I you as you 1 exceeded all in promiſe, 
Your miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 
Rof. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me ; benen 
That Gould give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz? [Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair Gentleman. 
Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you?——my hetter 


Is but a quintaine, a mere lifcleſs block. 

Rof. He calls us back: my pride fell with my for- 
| runes. 
III aſk him what he would. Did you call, Sir? 
Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz ? | 

Ra. Have with you: fare you well. 

[Exennt Roſ. and Cel. 
Orla. __ + hangs thefe weigats upon my 


I cannot ſpeak 1 to her; yet ſhe urg'd conference. 


Enter Le Beu. 


O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or ſomethiag weaker, maſters thee. 


. Neither his "if 

Daz you, i ** — 1 

'The other's daughter 

And detain d 
is daughter 


To keep his 


parts | 
2 and that, which here ſtands up, 
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Are dearer than the natural bond of ſiſters. 


Hath ta'en 


ey; nota word! 
Raſ. Not one to throw at a dog. 


ys 4 O, they 
myſelf. 
Vor. II. U 


Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt 
fome 


* 
1 


IB $30 


Ref. No, fa | hate him not, for my fake. | 
" Why ſhould 1? doth he not deſerve well ? 
ag 


your Grace, 


my fault bear with me: 


Dake. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough. 
So was I when your Highneſs baniſh'd him; 
Treaſon is not inherited, my Lord; | 
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No more do your's; your virtu2s, gentle Maſtcr 

Are fandlified and holy traitors to you. : 

Oh, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Invenoms him that bears it ! 

Orla. Why, what's the matter ? 
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but now live here no more. 


Here lived I, 
At ſeventeen 


But 


it is too late a week 


years 


at fourſcore, 


me better 


Yet fortune cannot 


Than to die well, and not my maſter's debtor. [Exenne. 


SCENE IV. Changes to the foreft of Arden. 


for Ganymede, Celia 


dreſi d like a ſhepherdefs for Aliena, and Clown. 


Enter Roſalind in boy's cleaths 


" OF 


my man's 
- but I muſt comfort the 


«© © 


grace 


cry like a woman 


O Jupiter! how weary are my 
O Ch, Fer my part, I had rather bear with you, thas 


Co. I care not for my ſpirits, if my legs were not 


weary. 


el, and 
cou 
Aliena. 
Cel. 
ther. 


weaker veſſel, as doublet and hoſe ought to ſhow itſelf 


Ne,. I could find in my heart to dif; 


appar 


As you like it. AR. «r, 


I fhould bear no croſs, if I did bear you; 
hare no money in yoo 


be content. 
be fo, good Touchſtone. Look you, whe 
a young man and an old in ſolemn talk. 


comes here; 


* Abruptly, as my paſſion now makes me; 

Phebe ! Fhebe ! © [Exit Syl. 
Rof. Alas, poor ſhepherd! ſearching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found my own. 


e that her pretty chopt hands had milk'd; and I re- 
member the wooing of a penſcod inſtead of her, from 
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SCENE V. Changes to a deſart part of the foref. 
s$ © TN 06. 

Under the greenwood-tree, | 

Who lzves to lie with me, 

Hud tune his merry note, 

Inte the fweet bird's throat, | 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Here ſhail be fee 
No enemy, 


But winter and rorgh weather. 


ythee, more. 
Ami. My voice is rugged; I know I cannot pleaſe 


Jag. I do not deſire you to pleaſe me, I do defire 


< you to ſing; come, come, another ſtanzo; call 
you em ſtanzo's ? | 


Ami. What you will, 
Jag. Nay 


2 <& 2 


Se. 
80 
he me the 
you Rot, 


tongues, 
long, Sirs; cover the 


. Well, Filend the while 
the Duke will dine under this tree; be hath been al 
this day to Jock 


enemy 
Sat winter and rough weather. 


k 
n 
2 
ſe 
1 Ars if he will come to me. 
| Ami. What's that Duc ad me? 

_ Jag. "Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into 2 
ne circle. III go to ſleep if I can; if I cannot, I' rai} 
: Ami. And I'll go feek the Duke; his banquet is 
K prepar d. | [Exeuat, ſeveruicy. 
4 SCENE VI. Exter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam. Dear maſter, I can go no further; O, I die 

Vor. II. A | 
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for food ! here lie I down, and meafure out my grave. 
Farewel, kind maſter. 

Orla. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee? hive a little; comfort a little; cheer thyſelf a 


death, than thy powers. For my 
be comfortable, hold death a while at the arm's 
I will be here with thee preſently; and if I bring 
not fomething to eat, I'll give thee leave to dic. 
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CEN E VII. 

Enter Duke ſen. and Lords. [. I table ſet out. 
Dale ſen. I think he is transform d into a beaft, 
For I can no where find him like a man. ; 

1 Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence. 


Go, ſeek him; tell him, I would fpeak with him. 
1 Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach. 
Duale ſen. Why, how now, Monlizur, what a life is 


by | 
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„fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 


me not fool, till Heaven hath ſent me fortune ; 
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© And then he drew a dial from his poak, | 
And looking on it with lack · juſtre eye, 
© Says, e | 
Thus may we ſee, quoth he, how the world wags : 
Tus but an hour ago fince it was nine, | 
And after one hour more twill be eleven; 
And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticl-er, | 
Fhat fools ſhould be fo deep contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſſion, 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 
A worthy fool ! motley's the only wear. 

Bale bu. What fool is this ? 

429. O worthy fool! one that hath been a courtier, 

And fays, if ladies be but young and fair, 
+ They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
„Which is as dry as the remainder · biſltet 
« After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cramm'@ . 
With obſervation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool! 
I am ambitious for a coat, 

Dake ſen. Thou ſhalt have one. 
Fag. It is my only fun; 

Provided that you weed your better judgments 

Of all opinion, that grows rank in them, 
That I am wiſe. I muft have 
„ Withal, as large a charter as the wind, | 
«© To blow on whom I pleaſe; for ſo fools have; 
o Inn oy Bas e 
They moſt muſt laugh. And why, Sir, muſt they ſo ? 
« The why is plain, as way to 3 
« He whom a fool doth very wiſely hit, 
„ Doth very foolithly, although he ſmart, 
„% Not to ſeem ſenſeleſs of the bob. If not, 
« The wiſe man's folly is anatomiz'd 
Ex'n by the ſquand'ring glances of a fool, 
Inveſt me in my motley, give me leave 
To ſpeak my mind, and I will throu gh and through, 
Cheanſe the foul body of h infe ed world, 
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reren. 
Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy diftreſ; ? 
deſpiſer of manners, 
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He dies that touches any of this fruit, 

Till 1 and my affairs are anſwered. 

Jag. If you will not 

Be anſwered with reaſon, I muſt die. 

W What would you have? Your gentleneſs 
ſball force, 

More than your force move us to gentleneſs. | 
Orla. I almoſt die for food, and let me have it. 
ma +; down and feed, and welcome to our 

| table. 

Orla. Speak you fo gently ? pardon me, I pray you 

I thought that all things had been favage here; 

And therefore put I on the countenance 

Of ters commanduzent. But whate'er you are, 
That in this defart inacceſſible, 

© Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 


© Loſe and _— ereeping hours of time; 


* If ever you have look'd on better days ; 

© If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; 
If ever fat at any good man's feaſt; 

© If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, 


And know what tis to pity, and be pity'd;” 


Let gentleneſs my ſtrong inforcement be, 
In the which hope I bluſh, and hide my ſword. 
Due ſen. True js it that we have ſeen better 


days; 
And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church; 
And fat at goed mens” feafts, and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that ſacred pity had engender d: 
And therefore fit you down in gentleneſs, 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred. 

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, f 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary ftep 
Limp'd in pure love; all he be firſt faßte d. 


Oppreſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
J will not touch a bit. 


Dule ſen. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing waſte till you tn 
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I ſhould not ſcek an abſent argument 

Of my revenge, thou prefent : : bur look to it; 
Find out thy brother, Whereſoe'er he is; 

Seek him with candle; bring him dead or liv ring. 
Within this twelremonth; or tart: thou no more 
To feek a living in our territory. 

Thy lands and all things that thou doſt call rhine, 
Worth ſcizure, do we ſeize into our hands; 

Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's mouth, 
Cf what we think againit thee. 

Ci. Oh that your Highneſs knew my heart in this: 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke. 1 Well, puſh him out of 
And let my officers of ſuch a nature 6 
Make an extent upon his houſe and lands: 

Do this expediently, and turn him going. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. Changes to the foreft. 
Enter Orlando. 


Orla. Hang there, my verſe, in witneſs of my love; 
And thou thrice-crowned queen of night ſurvey, 

With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſphere above, 
Thy huntrefs” name that my full life doth ſway. 

0 Rofakad ! theſe trees ſhail be my boaks, 

And in their barks my thoughts Fit character; 

That every eye which in this foreſt looks, 

Shall ſee thy virtue witneſs'd every where, 

Run, run, Orlando, carve, on every tree, 

The fair, the chaſte, and une xpreſive ſhe. Exit. 
SCENE III. Ester Corin and Clown. 
Cor. And how like you this ſhepherd's Efe, Mr 

Touchſtone ? 


Clo. Truly, ſhepherd, in reſpect of itſelf, it is a 
* good life ; but in reſpect that it is a ſhepherd's life, 


<< It is naught. In refpett that it is folirary, Ike it 
„ very well; but in reſpect that it is private, it is a 


% very vile life. Now, in refpett it ie in the fielcs, It 


* pleaſeth me well; but in reſpect it is not in the 
2 is is redigus. As it is a ſpace Ife, look you, 
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rams together; and to offer to get 


living by the copulation of cattle; to be a bawd to a 
bell- weather; and t 
month to a crook 


SCENE IV. Fier Roſalind, with 4 paper. 


Rof. From the eaſt ta weſtern Inde, 

Ve jewel is like Roſalind. 
Her worth, being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Reofalind. 
Hi the pictures, faireft lin'd, 
Are but black to Rofilind ; 
Let na face be let in mind, 
But the face of Roſalind. 


Clo. I' rhime you fo eight years together, dinners, 
and fappers, and ſleeping hours, excepted : it is the 
right butter-womens rank to market, | 

Ref. Out, fool”! 

Cl. For a talte;——— 
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ra aro ty 
hime out Roſatind. 
. the cat will after lind. 
> be Jus will Rofalind. 
arments muſt be lind. 
22 — lied 
T hey that reap . ſheaf and bird ; 
Then 07 cart with Roſalind. | 
Sevcet nut bath foure rind, 
Such a nut is R i 
He that fweeteſt roſe will fd, 
Muſt find love's prick, and Roſalind. 
This is the very falſe gallop of verſcs; do you in- 
fect yourſelf with them? EIT 
E 
Cie. Truly the tree yields ba. fruit. 
Rof. II graff it with you, and then I ſhall = 
with a medler; then it will be the earlieſt fruit tht 
country : for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe; and 
that's the right virtue of the medler. 


Cho. You have faid ; bus whether vithdy or no, 
the foreſter judge. 


SCENE V. Enter Celia, with a writing. 
 Rof. Peace, here comes my ſiſter reading; ſtand aſide. 


Cel. Nj by ſhould this a deſart be? 
Fer it is unfeopled. No ; 
Tongues | Il bang on every tree, 
That ell civil ſayings ſhow : 
Some, how b-ief the life of man 
. Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the flretching of a ſpan 
| Buckles in his ſum of age ; 
Some of viclated vows, 
TDuixt the fouls of. Friend and friend: 
But upen the faireſt boughs. 
Or at every ſentence-end, 
Will I Rofalinda write ; 


Teaching all, that read, to know, 
This quinteſſence of every ſprite | 
Heaven would in little ſhow. 


Clea patras majeſty, 
£Etalanta's better part, 


il 
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O yes, 1 
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would bear. | 
Cel. That's no matter; the 
Ay, but the feet were 
in the verſe. 1 
Cal. But didſt thou hear without wondering, how thy 
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ſpoſiti 33 
a . I pr'ythee, tell me whois it; quick- 

by. and Suk once - I would thou could'ſt ftammer, 

that thou IS pr — man out of thy 
mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle; 


Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ref. Why, God will fend moze, am wie 
thankful; ler me ſtay the growth of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. | 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripp'd up the wreſt- 
ler's heels and your heart both in an inſtant. 


Rof. 


faid he? how look'd he? wherein went he? „hat 
makes he here? 6 where remains he ? 
Vor. I. 1 


C 
- yr * * * 
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Rof.. But doth he know that I am in this foreſt, and 


in man's apparel ? looks he as —— 
he wreitled ? 


Rof. I may well be call'd Jore's tree, when it drops 
Forth ſuch fruit. 
Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 


Rof. Proceed. 
. 


Rof. Though Though it be pity to ſee ſuch a ſight, it well 
becomes the ground. 
Cel. Cry, Holla ! to thy tongne, I pr'ythee ; it cur- 


vets unſeaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a nar. 


= Do you not know I am a woman ? when I think, 
I mult ſpeak. Sweet, ſay on. 


SCENE VII. Eater Orlando and Jaques. 


Cel. You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here ? 
Raf. "Tis he; flink by, and note him. 

{ Cel. and Ro. retire. 
Jag. I thank you for your company; but, good 


„ faith, I had as lief have been myſelf alone. 


Orla. «© And fo had I ; but yet, for faſhion fake, I 
4 thank you too for your ſociety. 

aq. © God b' w' you; let's meet as little as we can, 

Orla. I do deſue we may be better ſtrangers. 

Jag. I pray you, mar no more trees with 
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Orla. 1 I you, mar no more of my verſes with 


Orla. Not fo : but I anſwer you right painted cloth, 
from whence you have ftudied your queitions. 

Jag. You have a nimble wit; I think it was made of 
Atalanta's heels. Will you fir down with me, and we 
two will rail againſt our miftreſs, che world, and all our 
Me I will chide no breather in the world but my- 

whom I know moſt faults. 
The worft fault you have, is to be in Jove.. 

"iy . 
tue; I am 


Tag. By — Nin a fool when I 
you. 
Orla. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in, and 
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Raſ. Then there is no true lover in the foreſt; elſe, 
ſighing er every minute, and every hour, would 


gromng 
detect the lazy foot of Time, as well as a clock. 


Orla. And why not the ſwift foot of Time ? had not 


withal, and who he ſtands ſtill withal. 
Orla. 1 pr'ythee, whom doth he wor withal ? 


Roſe. Wich n hn Hep 


Kirts of the foreſt, 6 
Orla. Are you native of this place? 
F:ſ. As the coney, that you fee dwell where ſhe is 


| kindſed, 
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Ref. No; not caſt away my phyſic, but on 
* tb "There is a man Baunts the foreft, 
that abuſes our young plants with carving Rofalind on 
their barks ; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies 
on brambles ; all, forſooth, deifying the name of Ro- 
ſalind. If I could meet that faney-monger, I weuld 
give him ſome good counſel, for he feems to have the 
quotidian of love upon him. 

Orla. I am he that is fo love-ak' d; I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 

Rof. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you; 
he taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of ruſhes I am ſure you are not priſoner. 

Orla. What were his marks ? 

Ralf. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye 
and funken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable 
ſpirit, which you have not; a beard neglected, which 
you have not bot 1 pardon you for that, for ſimply 
your Having in beard is a younger brother's revenue ; 
then your hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet 
unbanded, your fleeve unbutton d, your ſhoe · untied, 
a ts about you demonſtrating a careleſs de- 
folation : but you are no fuch man; you are rather, 
point-device in your accoutrements, as loving yeurſclf, 
than ſeeming the lover of any ther. 


Orla. Fair Joule, I would I could matte thee believe 
| love. 


Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her that 

e, believe it; which, I warrant, the is apter to 

do, than to confeſs the does; that is one of the points 

in the which women ſtill give the lye to their coaſcien- 

ces. But, in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the 

verſes on the trecs, * Roſalind is fo admired ? 
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258 Ms you like it. Act 117. 
Orla. I fwear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 


 Rofalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 


OO FO ſo much in love as your rhimes 
ak 


Orla. Neither rhime nor reaſon can expreſs how 
much. 


Ref. Love is merely 2 madneſs ; and, I tell you, de- 
Kin x nl ak hok ds as madmen 


Ref. Yeu, ann, and is is monnes. He was to ima- 


_ gine me his love, his miitreſs : and I ſet him every day 


to Woo me. Ar which tne would 1, bang but = 


© tw 65 6 lie of the world, and to live in 
a nook merely monaſtic : and thus I cur'd him, and 
this way will I take upon me to waſh your liver as clear 
OO ————————_ 
of love in t. 

2 I would not be cur'd, youth. 
© I would cure you if you would but call me Ro- 
Eilind and come every day to my cote, and woo me. 
Orla. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; 
me where it is. 

Ref. Go with me to it, and I will ſhew it you; 
by the way, you hall ch me wherein the fret yo 
live. Will you go ? 

Orla. With all my heart, good 


youth, 
Rof. Nay, nay, you mult call me Roſalind. Come, 


ter, will You g [Excunt. 
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SCENE IX. Eater Clown, Audrey, and Jaques. 


Cl. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 
rey; and now, Audrey, am I the man yer? 
feature content you ? 


eile 


fogar. 
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| Here comes Sir Oliver. Sir Oliver Mar- tent, 


you are 


well met. Will you difpatch us here under this tree, 
or ſhall we go with you to your chapel ? 


Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 


Sir Oli. T 


y, ſhe muſt be given, or the 
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SCENE X. Changes to @ cottage in the foreft. 


bf 
ſider, that tears do not become a man. 
4 But have I not cauſe to weep ? 
by 
Cel. 


ö 
5 


of. T 
. Am 
Neſ. And his kiſſing is as full of ſanctity, as the touch 
of holy beard . 
Cel. He hath bought a pair of caſt lips of Diana; a 
nun of Winter's ſiſterhood kiſſes not more religiouſly ; 
the very ice of chaſtity is in them. 22 
| Ref. But why did he | . 
ing, and not ? 
Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 
Rof.. Do you think fo ? 
Cel. Yes; I think he is not a nor a horſe- 
ſtealer; "BY 
concave 
of. 
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The common executioner, 
accuſtom'd fight of death 
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love me not; but fay not fo 


_— do not, Phebe; 
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Phe. 
1 fly thee, 
Thou tellꝰſt 
"Tis pretty, 
That 
Who ſhut thei | | chr and 
Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers !—— 
Now do I frown on thee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee : 
Now counterfeit to fwoon; why, now fall down; 
Or if thou can ſt oh, for ſhame . 
Lye not, to fay mi 
Now ſhew the 
Scratch 
Some | 
The ci 
Fhy 


2 


I ſee no more in you than in the 


Of nature's : odds, my little life! 
I think ſhe means to mine eyes too: 


hope not after it; 


— £6 r 


„nnn r 


E | 
1 
ar 3 0 
1 10 
- 115 


ſorrow is, 
——— meant il!-favoured. 


Fr 


FS 


1 


Phe. Thou haſt my love; is not that neighbaurly ? 
yi. I would have you. 
Phe. Why, that were covetouſneſs. 
ed thee 
love ; 
y company 7755 2 
ome to 
1 CNEL Ss 
But do not look for further recom 
Than thine own gladneſs that thou art employ d. 
Su. So holy and fo perfect is my love, 
And I in fuch a poverty of grace, 
r 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harveſt reaps: looſe now and then 
A ſcatter'd fmile, and that F'll live upon. 
Phe. Know'® thou the youth that ſpoke to me ere 
Hl. Not very well, but I have met him oft; [while ? 


11 


well, 
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_ «© To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 

% love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 

I have more cauſe to hate him than to love him; 

© For what had he to do to chide at me? | 

« He faid mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
% And, now I am remembred, ſcoru'd at me. 


SCENE 1. 


ACT w. 
Continues in the foreſt. 
Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Jaques. 


*  Pribes, pre youth; It me be better as 


ſ. They ſay 
Rof. Fa. 


2g. Why, tis good to | k 
25 Why then, tis good to be a poſt. 

Jag. I have neither the ſcholar's melancholy, which 
is emulation; nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical; 
nor the courtier's, which is proud; nor the ſoldier 8, 
which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is politic; 
nor the lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is 
all theſe : but it is a melancholy of mine own, com- 
founded of many ſimples, extracted from many objects, 
and, indeed, the faudry contemplation of my travels, 


in which my often cumination wraps me in a m ſt Au- 
reaſon 


Rof. A traveller! by my faith, you have 
to be fad; 1 fear you have told your own. 


to ſee 


> 
. 
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other mens ; then, to have ſeen much, and to have no- 


NN than experience to 


<< nance you are; e 
* in a gondola. Why, how now, Orlando, where 
. Yeu a lover, an you 
« ſerve me ſuch another trick, never come in my fight 
more. 


Orla. My fair Roſalind, I come within an hour of 


my promiſe. 


Rof. * Break an hour's promiſe in love! he that will 


| e 


* of the thoufandth part of a minute in the affairs 
love, it may be faid of him, that Cupid hath 
«« cape hin oth” ſhoulder, but I'll warrant him heart- 


Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in 
33 'd of a ſnail. * 

Orla. Of a ſnail? 

Reſ. Ay, of a ſnail; for though he comes flowly, 
* he carries his houſe on his head: a better jointure, L 
* think, than you make a woman. 2 6 
* his deſtiny with him. 

Orla. What's that? 

RS. Why, horns ; which ſuch as you are fain to 
« be beholden to your wives for: but he comes armed 
— ae 

2 
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virtuous. | 
Rof. And I am your Roſalind. 


falind of a better leer than you. 


Rofalind ? 


2 matter, the cleanlieſt thift is to kiſs. 
1 Orla. How if the kiſs be denied? 
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miſtreſs ? 
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Orla. Virtue is no horn- maker; and my Roſalind is 


Cel. It pleaſes him to call you ſo ; but he hath a Ro- 


S Rof. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a 
HB holiday humour, and like enough to conſent. What 
B would you ſay to me now an I were your very, very 


Tf Orla. | would kiſs before I ſpoke. 
n | Roff. Nay, you were better ſpeak firſt; and when 
& vou were gravelF'd for lack of matter, you might take 
f 1 occaſion to kiſs. Very good orators, when they are out, 
1 they will ſpit; and for lovers lacking, God warn us, 


Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved 


been for a hot 


err 


x2 * 


a” 
wo 


_ 
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irrer 


. I would not have my right Roſalind of this 
mind ; for I proteſt | : be k; 
SIC this hand, it will noe kill a fly : but come; 
"will be your Rofalind in x more coming-on dſp 
wr - 5 JOINED Roſalind. 
Rof. Yes, faith, will I, Sa tude, ade. 
Orla. And wilt thou have me ? 8 


Orla. I hope ſo. 

Rof.. Why then, can one deſire too much of a good 
thing ? Come, ſiſter, you ſhall be the prieſt, and marry 
fiſter ? | 

Orla. Pray thee, marr 

Cel. I cannot fay the words. 

Rof. You muſt be 

Cel. Go to; will 
Roſalind ? 

2 

Rof. Ay, but 

Orla. Why no 

Orla. I take thee | | 

Roy. | might aſk you for your commiſſon, but I do 
take thee Orlando for my huſband : there's a girl goes 
before the prieſt, and certainly a woman's thought runs 
I 

0 ' 
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Ad rv. 

2 2 parrot againſt 
ape; more giddy in 
weep for nothing, 


1 


; 


Ref.. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 


met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 


Orla. And what wit could wit have to excuſe that ? 
R:f. Marry, to ſay ſhe came to ſeek you there: you 
Hall never take her without her anſwer, unleſs you take 


her without her tongue. O that woman that cannot 


make her fault her huſband's occaſion, let her never 
nurſe her child herſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a fool! 

Orla. For theſe two hours, Roſalind, I will leave thee. 

Ref. Alas, dear lone, I cannct lack thee two hours. 

Orla. I muit attend the Duke at dinner; by two 
e'clock I will be with thee again. | 

Roſe. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what 
you would prove, my friends told me as much, and [ 
thought no leſs ; that flattering tongue of your's won 
me; tis but ane caſt away, and fo come death. Two 
o' th' clock is your hour ! 

Orla. Ay, Sweet Roſalind. 

Ref. By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God 
mend me, and by Al pretty oaths that are not danger- 
ous, if you break one jot of your promiſe, or come one 
minute behind your hour, I will think you the moit 
atheiſtical break-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover, 
and the moſt unworthy of her you call Roſalind, that 
my be choſen out of the groſs band of the unfaithful; 
therefore beware my cenſure, and keep your promiſe. 
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Ref. No, that fame wicked baſtard of Venus, that 


© was begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and born 


of madneſs; that blind raſcally boy, that abuſes eve- 


ry one's eyes, becauſe his own are out; let him be 


judge how deep I am in love; Pl tell thee, Alena, 
I cannot be out of the ſight of Orlando; III go find a 
ſhadow, and ſigh till he come. 

Cel. And I il fleep. LExeunt. 


SCENE IV. Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters. 


Jag. Which is he that kill'd the deer? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jag. Let's prefent him to the Duke, like a Roman 
conqueror; and it would do well to ſet the deer's horns 
vpon his head, for a branch of victory. Have you no 
ſong, Foreſter, for this purpoſe ? | 
For. Yes, Sir. | 


Fag. Sing it; tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it 


What ſhall he have that kill d the deer? 
His leather ſkin and heras to wear ; 


ES... i. Ron i od 


( "HY 


[Exeunt. 


Ad rv. 
The reſt ſhall 
bear this bur- 
then. 


paſt two o' clock? 
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7 By 


H.. Call you this railing ? 


Rof. [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 


Warri thou with a woman's heart ? 
Did you ever hear ſuch railing ? 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 

That could do no vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a beaſt ! 

the ſcorn of your bright eyne 
— 2 4-4 1+. 


Alacl, in me, what ftrange effet# 


- - 4-9. -yaag >; ood 
Miles you chid me, I did laue: 
How then might your prayers move? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love in ne: 
Whether that thy yout, 
Will the faithful offer take 
> &--4 op { Top bode dans 
by him my deny, 
471 FH 4 how to die. 


274 e. AR. ww. 
wot, I will never have her, unleſs thou intreat for ber. 


If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word; for 
here comes more company. [Exit Syl. 


SCENE VI. Ester Oliver. 
Oli. Gond morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you 
Where, in the purlews of this foreſt, ſtands [know, 
A fenc'd about with olive-trees ? 

Cel. Weſt of this place, down in the neighbour bot- 
The rank of ofiers, by the marmuring ſtream, tom, 
Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the houſe doth keep itſelf, 
There's none within. 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 

'Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 
Such garments, and ſuch years: the boy is fair, 


22 favour, and beſtows himſelf 
ke a ripe fejter : but the woman low, 
And browner than her brother. Are not you 


Cel. I pray you, tell it. 


Gli. When laft the young Orlando parted from you, 


He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the foreſt, 
Chewing f {ſweet and 

mark 
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Brief, I recover d him 

And, after forge | 

He ſent me hither, ſtranger 

To tell this ſtory, that you 
His broken promiſe ; 
Dy'd in his blood, 

'That 


_ Ref. Counterfeit, I affure you. 
0. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to 


be a man. | 
: but, i faith, I ſhould have been a 


ACT v. SCENE L 
1. foreft. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Clown. E ſhall find a time, Audrey; patience» | 
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Aud. Faith, the prieſt was good enough, for all the 
old 's ſaying. h 
Clo. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey; a moſt vile 
Mar-text ! but, Audrey, there is a youth here in the 
foreſt lays claim to you. 

And. Ay, I know who 'tis, he hath no intereſt in me 
in the world; here comes the man you mean. 


Au 


5 
- 
* Will. Sir, I have a pretty wit. 
{ _ Clo, Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now remember a 
ſaying, The fool deth think he is wiſe, but the wiſe man 
. bnows bimfelf to be @ fool, The Heathen philoſopher, 


Q 


Will. 1 do, Sir. EE. 
Clo, Give me hand. Art thou learned 
Will. No, Siz _— 
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ther. For all your writers do conſent, that ipſe is he: 
now you are not %% for I am he. 

Will. Which he, Sir ? - 
Ce. He, Sir, that muſt marry this woman; there- 
fore you, Clown, abandon, which is in the vulgar, 
leave the focicty, which in the booriſh, is company, of 


this female; which in the common, is woman; which 
together bs, abandon the ſociety of this female: or 
Clown, thou periſheſt; or, to thy better underſtanding, 
dieft ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, tranſlate 
thy life into death, thy hberty into bondage; I will 
deal in poifon with thee, or in baſtinado, or in ſteel; I 
will bandy with thee in faction; I will over-run thee 
wed wag 4. I will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; 
re tremble and depart. 
Aud. Do, good William. | 
Vill. God reſt you merry, Sir. [Exzt, 
Enter Corin. | 
C:r. Our maſter and miſtreſs ſeek you; come away, 
away. 


Clo. Trip, Audrey; trip, Audrey; I attend, I attend. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE u. Eater Orlando and Oliver. 

Orla. Is't poſſible, that on ſo little acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? that, but feeing, you ſhould love her? 
and loving, woo ? and wooing, ſhe ſhould grant? and 
will you perſevere to enjoy her ? 

Oli. Neither call the giddineſs of it in queſtion, the 
poverty of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my ſuddem 
wooing, nor her ſudden ccnſenting ; but ſay with me, 
J love Aliena ; foy with her, that ſhe loves me; con- 
ſent with both, that we may enjoy each other; it ſhall 
be to your good; for my father's houſe, and all the re- 


venue that was old Sir Row land's, will I eſtate upon 


you, and here live and die a ſhepherd, 


Enter Roſalind. 
Orla. You have my conſent, Let your weeding be 
to-morrow ; thither will I invite the Duke, and all his 
contented followers ; go you, and - pts for, 


look you, here comes my 
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Rof. God fave you, brother. | 

94. And you, fair ſiſter. 

Ref. Oh, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
ſee thee wear thy heart in a ſcarf. 

Grla. It is my arm. 

Ref. I thoaght thy heart had been wounded with the 
claws of a lion. 

Orla. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ref. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 


to ſwoon, when he thew'd me your handkerchief ? 


Orla. Ay, 2nd greater wonders than that. 

Ref. O, I know where you are: nay, tis true: there 
was never any thing ſo ſudden, but the fight of two 
rams, and Czfar's thrafonical brag of I came, am, and 
overcame : for your brother and ray ſiſter no ſooner met, 
but they look d; no ſooner look'd, but they lov'd ; no 
ſooner lov'd, but they ſigh'd 5 no ſooner fgh'd, but 
they a{k'd one another the reaſon; no fooner knew the 
reaſon, but they fought the remedy ; and in theſe de- 
grees have they made a pair of ſtairs to marriage, which 
— — will climb incontinent, or elſe be incontinent before 
They are in the very wrath of love, and they 
will — Clubs cannot part them. 

— They ſhall be married to-morrow ; and I vill 
br4 the Duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is, to look into happineſs through another man's 
eyes ! by ſo much the more ſhall I to-morrow be at the 
height 42 — by how much I ſhall think 
my brother happy, in having what he wiſhes for. 

rc 


Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. 
_ I will weary you then no longer with idle talk · 
Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to ſome pur- 


pk, that. I know you are a gentleman of good conceit. 
not this, that you ſhould bear a 


of * inſomuch, I ſay, 38 


e 

in ſome little meaſure draw a belief from you to do 

yourſelf good, and not to grace me. Believe then, if 

you pleaſe, that I can do ſtrange things. I have, ſince 

2 was our yaue oft ͤ%— —— 
Aa2 
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ound in his art, and yet not damnable. If you do 
Roſalind ſo near the heart, as your geſture eries it 


Roſe By my life, I do; which I render dearly, tho” 
I ſay, I am a magician : therefore put you on your beſt 
array; bid your friends, for if you will be married to- 
morrow, you ſhall; and to Roſalind, if you will. 


SCENE II. Eater Sylvius and Phebe. 
Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of her's. 


Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleneſs, 
To ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 


I care not, if I have: it is my ſtudy 
To om pea and ungentle to you. 
You are there follow'd by a faithful ſhepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he you. 
Phe. Good tell this youth what tis to love: 
J.. rr 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
Rof. And I for no woman. 
Off. - Iris 16 be made all of faith and ferviee ; 
n 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
And I for no woman. 
S1. © It is to be all made of 
All made of and all made of wiſhes, 
a TY INE impatience, 
6 h patience, and i 
All purity, all trial, all obſervance; 
And ſo am I for Phebe. | 
Phe. And fo am I for Gan 
Orla. And fo am I for Rofali 
Rof. And ſo am I for no woman, 
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Phe. If this be fo, blame you me to love you ? 
* _ [Ts RoC. 
If this be ſo, blame me to love you 
188 why . [To Phe. 
Orla. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you ? 
c 
Orla. To her that is ox here, nor doth not hear. 
| you, no more of this; dis like the howl- 
ing againſt the moon ; I will help you 
if I can; i would ve you if I could; to-morrow 
1 will marry you, if ever I marry 
woman, and I'll be married to-morrow ; [To Fhebe. J. 
I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd man, and you ſhall 
be married to-morrow; [To Orl.}. — you: 
if what contents you; and you mar- 
ried — Syl. J. As you love Roſalind, 
meet; as you love Phebe, meet; and as I love no wo- 
man, I'll meet. 80 fire you well; I have left you 
commands. | 
Syl. II not fail, if I live. 
Phe. Nor L. | 


SCENE IV. Enter Clown and Audrey. 

Clo. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey: to- mor- 
row will we be married. 

Aud. I do deſire it with all my heart; and I hope 
& jt is no diſhoneff deſire, to defire e 
% the world.” Here come two of the baniſa'd Duke's 
—— | 

a Enter two pages. 
1 Page. Well met, honeſt gentleman, 
Ch. 888 well met: come, fir, fit, and a 


» Page. We are for you, fit 5 th? middle. 
1 Page. Shall we clap into 't roundly withont hawk- 
ing, or ſpitting, or ſaying we are koarſe, which are the 
prologues to a bad voice? 
2 Page. I faith, v faith, and both in a tune, like two 
gypſies on a horſe, 
Aa3 


Ss O N GS. 


It was A lever and his laſs, 

With a hey, and a hs, and à hey nonino, 
That o'er the green corn-field did pa 

In the ſpring-time ; the pretty ſpring-time, 
When birds do fing, hey ding à ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the ſpring. 


Aud therefore take the preſent time, 

With a hey, and a ho, and à hey nonino ; 
For love is crowned with the prime, 

In the ſpring-time, &c. 
Between the acres of the rye 

With à hey, and à ho, | - FF nonino, 
N ret country; fali ould fi 

the ſpring-time, &c. 


The carrol they began that hour, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower, 
in the ſpring-time, &c. 


Cho. Truly, young gentleman, though there was no 
— i. yet the note was very untime- 
able 


1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we loſt 
not our time, 

Cho. By my troth, yes; I count it but time loft to 
hear ſuch a fooliſh ſong, God b'w'y you, and God 


mend your voices. Come, Audrey. [ Exeunt, 
enn. 
Changes to another part of the foreſt. 


Enter Duke ſenior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 


Duke fen. Doſt thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath pro united 2 

Orla. TEE be tanto as; 
As thoſe that fear their bap, and know their fear, 


? 


SOSod en e eren 


urg d: 

You fay, if I bring in your Roſalind, [To the Duke. 
You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 

Duke ſen. That would I, had I kingdoms to give 
with her. 


i bargain. 
Ri. You fay, that you'll 
9 1 [Ts Sylvius. 
Hi. Tho“ to have her and death were boch one 


Rof. . * all this matter even. 


LS F 78 


Jag. And how was that ta en up? 
Clo. Faith, we met; and found, the 


2. I like him very well. 8 
Clo. God ild you, Sir, I deſire of you the like. I 
in | Sir, amongſt the reſt of the country co- 


tentious. | 

Clo. According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch dul- 
cet diſeaſes +. 

Jag. But, for the ſeventh cauſe; how did you find 
the on the ſeventh cauſe? 

Upon a lye ſeven times removed; (bear 

% body more ſeeming, Audrey); as thus, Sir. i dd 
% diflike the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he feat 
* me word, if I ſaid his beard was not cut well, he 
* was in the mind it was. This is call'd the Retort 
* courteous. If I feat him word again, it was not well 


* 


* Noah was ordered to take into the ark the clean beafts by ſe- 


vens, and the uncleun by pairs 
+ Meaning love, as what is apt to make folks ſententious. 


and 


£54744 
1211 


Lord? he's 


much virtue in if. 


If is the only peace-maker ; 
fellow, my 


Jag. Is not this a rare 


He uſes his folly like a 


2 fr and yet a fool. 
n ren 


Gel 1 1 
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Cood Dute, receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought ber, 

Tea, brought ber bither : 1E. 
That thou might'/# join her hand with his, 
. Whoſe heart within lit beſom is. 


1 
To you I myſelf; for I am your's. 
IP WIRE To the Duke. 
To you I give myſelf; for I am your's. [Ts Orlando. 
wy gear" | 
ug 


Ref. III have no father, if you be not he; 
TI have no huſband, if you be not he; 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not ſhe. 
u. Peace, hoz! I bar confuſion: | 
'Tis I muſt make concluſion | 
3 Of theſe moſt events. 
| Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To is Hymen's bands, 
— Ä 
You and you no croſs ſhall part; 
You and you are heart in heart; 
j 


8 
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wr e ado hard and bed! 
Hi He to n+ 
Honour, high honour and renown 5 
To Hymer, Cad of every town ! - 


1 
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Sole fone © my Gur nices, welcome thou art to 


Kos clean, in no leſs degree. 
Phe. 1 will not eat my word, now thou art mine; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 


SCENE VII. Enter Jaques de Boyes. 


Jag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two, 
I am the ſecond fon of old Sir Rowland, 

That bring theſe tidings to this fair aſſembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing, how that every day 
Men of great worth reſorted to this foreſt, 
Addreſs'd a mighty power, which were on foot 
In his own conduct purpoſely to take 

His brother here, and put him to the fword : 
And to the ſkirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterpriſe, and from the world; 
His crown bequeathing to his banfh'd brother, | 
And all their reſtor'd to them again, 
That were with him exiF'd. This to be true. 
I do engage my life. 

Duke ſen. Welcome, young man: 
Thou r 3 
To one, his lands with- held; and to the other, 
A land itfelf at large, a potent dukedom. 
Firft, in this foreft, let us do thoſe ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot: 

And after, every of this happy r amber, 

That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 

Mean time, forget this new-falln dignity, 

And fall into our ruftic revelry : 

Play, muſic ; and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With n in joy, to th' meaſures fall. 

Jag. Sir your patience: if I heard Ss 
oy uy {ang gigs N 
And thrown into negle& the pompous court. a 

Jag. de 3. He hath, 

Jag. To him will I: out of theſe convertites 


— 


There is much matter to be heard and learn d. 


You to your land, and love, and great allies; [Te Oli. 
You to a long and well deſerved bed; [To Sylv. 


Aud you to wrangling ; for thy loving voyage 


Duke 


—— I: what you would bare, 


ris; to know at your abandon'd cave. [ Exit. 
' Dake ſen. Proceed, proceed; we will begin theſe rites, 
As we do truſt they'll end, in true delights. 


1 PILOGU E. 
Rof. It is not the faſhion to fee the lady the 
but it is no more unhandſome, than to 

it be true, that good wine needs no buſh, 
4 | : 


IT 


I 


TE 


PI 

the love you 

pleaſes them 

you bear to 

none of you hate 

that 

If I were a 

had beards that 

and breaths that 

as have good beards, or good faces, or ſweet breaths, 

will, for my kind offer, when I make my curt'fie, bid 

me farewel. [ Exeunt omnes. 
Note, that in this author's time the parts of women were al- 
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CHuArkaAcTErs in the Im Dou error. 


A L:rd, before whom the flay is . —_— Hunitſmen, and 
uppes'd to be play'd 33 | 
Chriſtopher Sly, — E Lird. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


B4FT!ST 4, fether to Tranio, | 
vine ond Bianca; very rich. } Bo, $f6r vents tzLucentia, 
Vinerntio, az old gentleman 12 


Piſa. ; Pedant, an old fellow fot up to 
Lucentia, ſon to Vincentio, in love | perſonite Vincentio. 

with biaica. Catharina. the ſbrew. 
Petruchio, @ gentle man of Verona: || Bianca, ber ſiſter. 

a juitor * Cathurina. | — 
Gremio, Taylur, Heberdaſhers; with ſcr- 
Horteuſio, 8 fridenders bs —_— | — 


er E, Heu in Padua, and ſometimes in Petrachis”s heuſe 
in the country. 


INDUCTION 
SCKDPE L 
2 
Enter Hoſteſs and Sly. 
Sh. 135 pheeze you, in faith. 


Haft. A pair rogue! 
Sly. 9 1 
Look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Con- 
n + let the world 


e, Rubras, Spaniſh, f Nr Theha'2, 
. * 


Ind. 


The Taming of the Shrew. ge 
5 - You will not pay for the glaſſes you have burſt ? W 
a J. No, not a deniere : go by, Jeronimo go A 
| 1 and warm thee. A 
W 

Pl anfwer 

* [Falls aftep. 


SCE N E I. 
Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with a train. 
Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee, tender well my 
Leech Merriman, the pcor cur is imboſt ; 
And couple Clowder with the de ath'd Brach. 
Saw'f thou not, boy, hew Silver made it 
At the hedge-corner in the coldeſt fault? 
F would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 
"Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, oy Saks 
He cried upon it at the meereſt icfs, 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dag. 
Lord. Thou art a focl ; if Echo were as fleet, 
I would efteem him worth a dozen ſuch, 
'To-morrow „ 
Hun. 1 will, my 
Lerd. 2 nrs one dead or drunk ? See, doth 
he breathe ? 
2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Werke em wang 
with ale, 
This were a bed but cold to ſleep fo 
LL. O monſtrous beaſt! how like a ſwine he lies ! 
Grim death, how foul and lothſome is thy image! 
Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 


* Goby, Jeronim-. —— man by fee bs 
as appears by i s bei ig uſed in the fame manner b 
Beaumont, an Flet er, and other writers near cime. I” 4- 
zoſe firit trom a paſſa ze ia an old play alles liege, or, The 


Spaniſh e 
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ge. 2. The Taming of the Shrew. 29 
Wrapp'd in ſweet cloaths ; rings put upon his fingers ; 


A delicious banquet by his bed, 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf ? 4 

1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chuſe. 
2 Hun. It would feem ſtrange unto him when he 

wak'd. 

Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthleſs fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt : 
Carry him gently to my faireſt chamber, 
hang it round with all my wanton pictures ; 
Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 


Let one attend him with a ſilver baſon p 
Full of roſe- water, and befirew'd with flowers; 


Another bear the ewer ; 2 third a Ciapcr; 


' "8 2 BE" 


_ ”Fwas where you woo'd the 


[Exit — the playert. 
Grads, go you to Bartholomew my 


SCENE III. Re-enter Servant. 


2 Play. So pleafe your Lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 


Since once ke play'd a farmer's eldeſt fon : 
oman ſo well : 
I have forgot your name; but, ſure, that part 


Was aptly ſitted, and naturally perform'd. 


Sim. I think twas Soto that your Honcur means. 
E-rd. "Tis very true; thou didſt it excellent. 


Well, yon are come to me in happy time, 


The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
Whereis your cunning can ald me much. 
There is a Lord will hear you play to-night ; 
Bur I am doubtful of your 

Left, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yer his Honour never heard a play), 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 

And fo offend him: for I tell you, Sirs 

If you ſhould ſmile, he grows — 


Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain ive; 


Were he the verieſt antic in the world. 


2 Play. {to the ather.] Go get a diſhclout to make 


clean your ſhoes, and Fil f-eak for the properties. 


and a little vinegar to make our devil roar. 
Lord. Go, ſirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one: 


my Page, 
And fee bin dee d in al dd ke a lady. 


[Exit Player. 
My Lord, we muſt have a ſhoulder of mutton for a pro- 
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your ſtrange lunacy. 
Oh, Noble Lord, bethink thee'of thy birth, 


Each in his oihce ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have muſic ? hark, Apollo plays; [Mufic. 
Ir wilt thou fleep ? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Sofrer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 
n purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
Say tlion wilt walk, we will beſtrow the ground: 
Ir wt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapped, 
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SCENE V. nd. 


I thank thee ;—— thou ſhalt not loſe by it. ö 
Lady. How fares my Noble Lord? 

30. Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer enough. 
Where's my wife? | | 
Lady. Here, Noble Lord, what is thy will with her? 
Sh. Are you my wife, and will not call me huſband ? 


IT am your wife in all o 
Sh. I know it well: what 
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-200 The Taming of the Shrew. AR. 1. 
Tra. Huſh, Maſter, here's ſome good paſtime 
toward; 
That vench is fk mad, or wonderful fro- 
ward. 
Lac. But in the other's — a> fn Ade. 
Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. 
Peace, Tranio 
Tra. Well faid, Mafter ; mum ! and gaze 


your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 


What [ have faid, Bianca, get you in; 


And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca; 
For I will love thee ne'er the leſs, my girl. 
Cath. A pretty peat ! it is beſt put finger in the eye, 
an ſhe knew why. 
Bian. Siſter, content you in my diſcontent. 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I fublcribe : 
My books and inſtruments ſha!l be my company, 


1 to look, and practife by myſelf. 


Fit to inftru& her youth. 


Luc. Hark, Tramo, thou may'ft hear Minerva ſpeak. 
de. 
Her. Signior Baptiſta, tet ins” 
rry am Il, that our good will effects 
Bianca's grief. 
Gre. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am refolv'd : 
[ Exit Bianca. 


my 
If you, Hortenſio, 
Or Signior Gremio, you, know any ſuch, 
Prefer them hither : for to cunning men 
I will be very kind ; and liberal 


To ane con ities. in good bringing up; 


| [ Ext. 
I may go too, may I not? 
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beſt horſe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
throughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 


That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 


I pray, awake, Sir; if you love the maid, 


302 The Taming of the Shrew. Aa 1. 


That made great Jov | | 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand. | 
Tra. 1 mark d you not, how her 


er 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 


>5 Fasern ow. 


Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move, 

And with her breath ſhe did the air; 

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. —_— 
Tra. Nay, then tis time to ſtir him from his trance: 


Bend thoughts and wit t atchieve her. Thus it ftands ; 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is fo curs'd and ſhrewd, 


o» 


ve 


Tra. Not poſſible : for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon, 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them? 
Lac. Baſta; content thee; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or maſter : then it follows thus. 
IN Tranio, in my ftead 5 
3 and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould. 
will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 
Same Neapolitan, or meaner man of Piſa, 
"Tis hatch'd » and a be is : Tranio, at once 
Uncaſe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak. 
When Bioadello comes, he waits on thee; 
But I will charm him firſt to keep his tongue 
Tra. So had you need. _ They exchange habits. 
In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleaſure is, 
And bre b be oben, 
F your father charg'd me at our parting ; 
Be ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he), 
Altho', I think, twas in another ſenſe; 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe fo well I love Lucentio. 
Luc. Tranio, be fo; ; becauſe Lucent lovs 3 
C 2 


Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where are 


jot of Tranio in your mouth 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. | 
Bien. The better for him: would I were fo 


x 


; 
5 
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SCENE V. Before Hortenſio's houſe in Padua. 
Pet. Verona, for à while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua; but of all 


i rer 


fc. 5. The Taming of the Shrew. 305 
Hortenſio; and, I trow, this is the houſe; 
Here, firrah, Grumio, knock, I fay “. 


Hor. Alla naſtra caſa ben venuto, melts honorato 
Signor mio Petrucbio ||. 
2 5 knock, I fay. | 
Gru. Knock, Sir? whom thould I knock ? is there any man has 
rebus d your Worſhip? 


Pet. Villain, I fay. knock me here ſoundly. 
Gru. Knock yon here, Sir! why, Sir, what am I, Sir, 
That I ſhould knock you here, Sir? 
Pet. Villain, I fay. knock me at this 
And rap me well; or ll knock your knave's 
Cru. My maſter is grown quarrelſome: I ſhould knock you firſt, 
And then | know after who comes by the worit. 
Pet. Will it not be? 
Faith. ſirrah, — — 5 ring it, | 
V' try how you can Sol, Fa, and ing it. [He wrings lim by the 
G Help, Aladters, help; my muſler is mad 2 
Pet. Now knock, when I bid you: Sirrah! Villiin! 
Euter, Cc. 
+ - Hortenſio. | 
Eor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend Grumio, 
and my good friend Petruchio! how do you all at Verona? 
Pet. viguior Hortenſio, come you to part the tray ! 
Con tuito il core ben irsvaio, may I fay. 
Hor. Allu, Cc. 


mil , we wil 
de, Grumio, riſe ; we will compound this querrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. If this be 
not a lawful cavſe for me to leave his fervice, look you, Sir: he 
bid me knock him, and rap him ſoundly, Sir. Well, was it fit tor 
a ſervant to uſe his maſter fo, being, perhaps, for aught I fee, 
two and thirty, a pip out? | 
Whom, — to God, I had well knock'd at firſt, 

Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs villiin! —— Good Hortenſio, 
I bid the raſcal knock upon your gate, | 
And could nat get him fer my heart to do it. | 

Gru. Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! fpuke you not theſe words 
| Sirrah, knock me here. rap me here, knock me well, and 

rr 

Pet. Sirrah. be gone. or talk not, I advite you. 

Her. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's pledge; 

Why, this is a heavy chance * — kim and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleafant ſervant Grumio; 
And tell me now, Cc. + en 
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Haply to wive and thrive, as beſt I may: 
| at 


you 
rich enough to be Pertruchio's wife; 


One 

As wealth is burden of my wooing dance), 
12 was Florentius love, 
As 


® This I ſuppoſe relates to a circumſtance in ſome Italian 
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Till Catharine the curs'd have got a huſband. 

Gru. Catharine the curſt ? 
A title for a maid of all titles the worſt ! 

Her. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me diſguis'd in fober robes 
To old Baptiſta as a ſchoolmaſter, 
Well ſeen in muſic, to inſtruct Bianca; 
That fo I may by this device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leifure to make lere to her; | 
And, unſuſpectec court har by her. 


W 
Enter Gremio, and Lucentio diſguis d. 


N Cru. Here's no knavery! fee, , to beguile the old 

E: folks, how the young folks lay their heads together. 

4 Mafter, look about you: who goes there? ha. 

| Hor. Peace, Grumio, tis the rival of my love. 

Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 
Gru. A and an amorous. 
Gre. O, very well; I have perus'd the note. 

Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 

All books of love; fee that, at any hand; 

And fee you read no other leftvres to her: 

You underſtand me.——Over and beſide 

Signior 's liberality, 

Fil mend it with a largeſs. Take your papers too, 

And let me have them very well perfum'd; 

For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume itſelf, 

To whom they go. What will you read to her? 
Luc. 2 I'll plead for you, 

| As for my patron, ftand you fo aſſured, 

= As firmly, as yourſelf were ſtill in place; 

E | Yea, and, perhaps, with more ſucceſsful words 

- Than you; 5 you were a ſcholar, Sir. 

5 Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is! 

Gru. Oh this woodcock, what an aſs it is ! 

Pet. Peace, ſirrah. 

Hor. Grumio, mum! God fave you, Signior Gremio. 

Gre. And you we well nan, Tani ior Hortenſio. Trow 

you whither | ans goings o Pape Minol; E pro- 

mis'd to inquire Cx about er for the 
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Gre. But ſo is not the. 
Ta. For what reaſon, I beſeech you? 
Gre. For this” reaſon, if you'll know : 


That ſhe's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 


Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of 2 
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3 Sir, and he for your good fake. 
my daughter Catharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief. 

Pet. I fee you do not mean to part with her; 
Or elſe you like not of my company. 
Da. Miſtake me not, I fpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir ? what muy I call your name ? 
Pet. Petruchio is my name, Aatonio's fon, 


taly. 
Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, let us thar 
{peak too. Baccalare . ou are 


Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain 
is. Lane = ane. the. en gen will curſe your 


lee, 3 pray ac- 


A thouſand thanks, Si gnior Cremio: welcome, 

ood Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks you walk 

> ranger, [Ts Tranio.] ; may I be fo bold to 
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[They greet privately 


Bap. Lucentio is your name? of whence I pr 2 | 
Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, fon to Vincentio. "od 


Exit Serv. with Hortenſio and Lucentio, 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
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Yer extreme guſts will blow out fire and all: 

So I to her, and fo te yields to me, 

For I am rough, and woo net like a babe. 

. Well may'f thou woo, and happy be thy fpecd * 
But be thou arm'd for fome words. | 


SCENE III. Enter Hortenfio with his head broke. 
Hap. How now, my friend ? why doft thou look fo 
4 


Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What! will my daughter prove a good muſi- 

Her. I think ſhe'll fooner prove a foldier; [cian? 
Iron may hold with her, but never lates. 

Bap. Why then, thou canſt not break her to the lute ? 

Hor. Why, nv; for the hath broke the Jute to me. 
J did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, 
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Good morrow, Kate; for that's your name, hear. 
Cath. Well nave you heard, but ſomething hard of” 


hearing. 
They call me Catharine that do talk of me. | 


you 

Remove you hence ; 2 knew you at the firſt 
You were a 

Pet. Why, what's a moveable ? 
Cath. A join'd ſtool. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it: come, fit on me. 
Cath. Aſſes are made to bear, and fo are you: 
Pes. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Cath. No ſuch jade, Sir, as you; if me you mean 
Rr | 
or knowing thee to be but young and light. 
Cath. Too Tight for fu « Fizin as you to cn; 


nn, da og; kl 


* —— weight ſhould be. 
Pet. Should her; ſhonld uz. 14 
Cath, Well ta'en, and like 5 1 — 
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fultea, 


go. 
gentle 


cay, and 


let me 


footh you ſeape not fo. 
Cath. chaſe you if © tary; 
Pet. No, not a whit; I find you 


my 
out. 


it, wheve i ties. | 
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SCENE YV. ä Gremio, exd Tranio: 
Jap. Nom, Sn Mania, ow hand yon: wad 

Pet. How des well, S? how bes well? | 

It were impoſſible 1 ſhould ſyeed amiſs. 
Bap. I now, daughter Catharine, in your 
Cath. Call you me daughter ? now, I promiſe you, 

You've ſhew'd a tender farherly regard, 

To with me wed to one fralf knare ; 

That dias with caths to face the man out, 
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She is not hot, but 
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220 The Taming of the Shrew Act r. 
Pet. Father, tis thus: Yourſelf and all the world, 

That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of ber; 

If ſhe be curs'd, it is for policy, 

For ſhe's not froward, bot modeſt as the dove : | 


Far patience, ihe will 
And Roman Lucrece for her chaſtity ; 
And to conclude, we've 'greed ſo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Cath. Tn fee thee hang d on Sunday 6rd. 


Gre. WO OY ſhe ſays, ſhe'll fee thee hang'd 


Tra. gn nay, then, good vight, 
| our part 
Pet. Be patient, * 6 


wedding-day ; 

provide the feaft, and bid the gueſts ; 
I will be fare my Catharine ſhall be fine. 

Jap. I know not what to ſay, but give your hands; 
God terd you joy, Petruchio ! tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we; we will be witneſſes. 

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
T wili to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
We will have cingy end ings, and five ccaay's 
Aud kits me, Kate, we will be married o 


$S CE NE VE. 
Gre. Was ever match clapt'up fo faddenly 7 


Da. Fark adduced 
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Tru. And I am one, that loves Bianca more 
| Than words can witneſs, or your can guelF: 
Gre. Youngling ! thou can'ſt not love fo dear as I. 


I am your neighbour 
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Sc. 1. The Taming of the Shrew. 323 
May get a father, call'd, fuppos'd Vincentio; 
And. that's a wonder : fathers 


Do get their children ; but, in this cafe of wooing, 
2 if I fail not of my cunning, 


feat 


Sly. Sim, when will the feol come again ? 
Sim. Anen, 


Sly. Fong I ſome dd hehe s the tapſter? 


Here, Sim, eat ſome of theſe things. 
Sim. 8 7 do, my Lord. 


Sly. Here, Sim, I drink to thee. 


ACT Wm einn 1 
| | Bafptiſfta's hauſe. 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca. 
Luc. Idler, forbear ; you grow too forward, Sir: 


Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Catharine welcom d you withal ? 


pent an hour, 

1 tor as much. 
Luc. Prepoſterous aſs ! that never read fo fac 

To know the cauſe why muſic was ordain'd : 

Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 

Acter his ſtudies, or his ufual pain? 

Then give me leave to read 

And, while I pauſe, ferve in your harmony. 

Her. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe braves of thine. 

Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 


To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my choice. 


I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools ; 
Fill not be tied to hours, nor 
RE”. CER 
And to cut off all firife, here fit we down, 


Take you your inſtrument, play you the while; 
OY WT VENT MOEN ES. 
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Her. You'll leave his lecture, when 1 am in rune ? 
[ Hortenſio retires. 
Lac. That will be never: tune your inflrument. 
Bian. Where left we laft? 
Lac. Here, Madam: Hac ibat Simois ; his eff Sigeia 
teltes ; | 
Hic ſteterat Priami regia fenis. * 
Bian, Conſtrue them. e 
Lac. Hac ibat, as E told you | before ; Simir, Fam Lu- 


111 


Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. [ Returning. 
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Bian. Why, I am pais'd my gamut long ago. 
Hor. Yet read the gamut of of Hortenbo. i 
Bian. [reading.)] Gamut Iam, the ground of all ac- 
Are, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion; [cord ; 
BZ mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord; 
Cfaut, that loves with all affection; 
D fol re, one cliff, but two notes have I; 
„, ſhow pity, or I die. 
Call you this gamut ? tut, I like it not: 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt ; I'm not fo nice 
To change true rules for new inventions. 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. iſhed, your father prays you leave your 


Ant des CE wi ets ts we; 
W to-morrow is the wedding-day. ; 
Bian. Farewel, ſweet maſters, both; Fs dame, 

[ Exit. 

Loc. ng. 


Hor. But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks he looks as tho” he were in love: 
Vet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble, 
'Tocaſt thy wand' ring eyes on every ſtale; 

Seize thee who lift ; if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by nanging 


SCENE UB. 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina, Lucen- 
tio, Bianca, and attendants. 


Bap. Siler Lacunin, iis is the Yaimed day 
That Cath'rine and Petruchio ſhould be marricd ; 4 
And yet we hear not of our ſon- in- law. 

Vor. II. Se 


[Exit. 
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What will be faid ? what mockery will it be, 
To want the bridegroom, when the prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What fays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours ! 


Cath. No ſhame, but mine; I nnen be 


force d 
To gire my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, 
Unto a mad-braiv rudeſby, fall of fpleen ; 
Who wood in haſte, and means to wed at leifare. 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 
his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour; 

And to be noted for a merry man, 
Make friends, — ——— 2 
Yet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world point at poor Catharine, 
And fay, Lo! there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Tra. Patience, good Catharine, and Baptiſta too ; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtays him from his word. 
Tho' he be blunt, i low bis mths wh: 
Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 

Cath. Would Catharine had never ſeen him tho! 


[Exit weeping. 


Bap. Go, girl ; $ _ —— 
For ſuch an injury would vex a faint, - 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 


SCENE III. Ezpter Biondello. 


Bion. Maſter, maſter ; old news, and ſuch news as 


you never heard of. 
Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be ! 


Zion. Why, is it not news io how 67 FAREs (>> 


coming. 
Bap. When will he be here ? 
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Tra. But, fay, what to thine old news? 
Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and 
* an end pon; a pair of old breeches thrice turn d; 
a pair of boots that have been candle-caſes, one buc- 


tOWn-armoury, 

« with two broken points ; his horfe hipp 
* mothy ſaddle, the ftirrups of no kindred ; beſides poſ- | 
« fofs'd with the and Ke w meſe in the cine, 
* tronkied with the lungulle, infected with the faſhions, 
full of windgalls, ſped with ſpavins, raied with the 
yellows, paſt cure of the fives, ſtark ſpoiled with the 
goers, begnawn with the bots, waid in the back 
| ſhoulder-ſhotten, near legg'd before, and with a 
'd bir, and a headitall of ſheep's leather ; 
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piec'd, and a woman's crupper of 
two letters for her name, fairly 
in ſtuds, and here and there piec'd with 
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and a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, garter d with a 
© red and blue If, an old hat, and zhe humour of 
* forty fancies prick d up in t for a feather : a monſter, 

122282829 and not like a Chriſtian 
* footboy, or a gentleman's lackey.” 

Tra. "Tis ſome odd humour pricks him to this fa- 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd. ſhion; 
Bap. J am glad he's come, how ſoever he comes. 

ian. Why, Sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didſt thou not fay, he comes? 

Bian. Who ? that Petruchio came not ? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, Sir; I foy, his horſe comes with him on | 


and a man's more than one, and yet not many. 
2 Some bld or anden of that tim io here due | 
E 2 


— 


*. 
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SC EN E N. 
Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants? who is at home ? 
Bap. You're welcome, Sir. 
4 
1 you halt not. 
— Not fo well parell'd as I wiſh you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride ? 
How does my father ? — « methinks you frown : 
And wherefore this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw wondrous 
Some comet, or unufual prodigy ? 
Bap, Why, Sir, you know, this is your wedding-day : 
Firft, were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
Now, fadder, that you come fo unprovided. 
Fie, goff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An to our ſolemn feſtival]. 
Tra. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Derne: 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike ü 
* Pet. Tedious it were to tell, — — 
: Suſſiceth, I am come to keep my word, 
'Tho” in fome part inforced to 
Which at move kifare I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatis ſied withal. 
But, where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
| The morning wears; tis time we were at church. 
1 Tra. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes; 
1 Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. | 
8 Pet. Not I; believe me, thus LI viſit her. 
1 Pet. Good footh, even thus; therefore ha” done with 
IS | words ; 
3 To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths : 
% Could I repair what. ſhe will wear in me, 
ut As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
i "T were well for Kate, and better for myfelf. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, - 
1 When I ſhould bid good - morrow to my bride, 


ee "mnt at hn”. RAE oo ee een 


T l 


Tou would intreat me rather go than ſtay 


330 The Taming of the Shrew. Ad wn; 
Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore fo loud, 
Tust, all-amaz'd, the prieſt let fall the book; 
And as he ftooy'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him fach a cuff, | 
Thut down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft. 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any liſt. 
Tra. What faid the wench, renn 
Gre. — ; for why, he ftamp'd and 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But aſter many ceremonies done, 
«© He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if 
H' ad been aboard carowſing to his mates 
% After a ſtorm : quaft off the muſcadel, 
« And threw the ſops all in the fexton's face; 
«© Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 
„ Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk 
“ His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
„The bride about the neck, and kifs'd her lips 
« With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting 


All the church echo'd;” and | feeing this, 


Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me, 
1 know, the rout is coming. Such a mad marriage 
Ne er was before.—Hark, bark. I hear the minitrels. 


— 


[ Mufic plays. 
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vt. Gentlemen and friends, I hank you for your 


Pains : 

I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding-cheer 

But ſoit is, my haſte doth call me hence; 

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bup. Is't poſſible you will away to-night ? 
Pet. I mult away to-day, before night come. 

Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 


And, honeft company, I thank you all, 
1. — 


will, ca 
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To this moſt patient, ſweet, and virtuous wife.. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 
Tra. Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. | 


Cath. Are you content to ſtay? 
Pet. I am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay; 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 
Cath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. | 


Pet. Gramio, my | 
ready: the oats have eaten 


My houſhold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, 
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My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing: 
And here the ſtands, touch her whoever dare. 


Fil bring my action on the proudeit he, 


That ftops my way in Padua: Grumio, 


Draw forth thy weapon; we're beſet with thieves; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs, if thou be a man: 


Lake dint cedar. 


I'll buckler thee againſt a million. 
—— 


let them 4 — 9 
— 2 8 1 — die dic with 


laughing. 
A 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your ſiſter? 
Bian. That, being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly mated. 
Gre, IT warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and fiend, 1bo' bride and bride 


4 Euter Grumio. 


IE, eee Fan ale and me- 
ſters, and all foul ways! Was ever man ſo 


and they are 
o warm them: — . 
my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
the roof of my mouth, my heart in my 
I ſhould come by a fire to thaw me; but [ 


oy — gue tne 


Try 27 22847 14115 | 
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41 


fool dl 


* he left her with the horſe upon 


. + how I loſt my crupper; with many 
* memory, which ate full die in oblivion, and thou 
e return unexpericnc'd to thy grave.” 


* 
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Curt. All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, what 


| Gre. Out of theis fades inno the Got; and there 


by hangs a tale. 
Cart. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 
Cru. Lend thine ear. 
Curt. Here. | 
Gru. There. [ Strikes him. 
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 
Cru. And therefore tis call'd a ſenſible tale: and 
Dee 
Now I begin: Zmprimis, we came down a 
my axe ling leiied ay cite. 
Curt. Eoth on one horſe ? 
Cru. What's that t) thee? 
Curt. Why, a horſe. 
Gra. „Tell thou the tale Rut badſt thou not 
& croſs d me, thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her horſe 
« fell, and the under her horſe : thou ſhuuld*{ have heard 
«© in how miry a place, how ſhe was bemoil'd, how 


© becauſe her horſe ſtumbled. how ſhe waded through 
* the dirt pluck hum of me; how he ſwore, how 
© ſhe pray d that never pray'd before; how I cry'd; 
as — — bew her bridle was burſt; 
things of worthy 


Curt. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than the. 
Gre. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of 
hall fad whos be cans Town: o_— 


her, how he beat me 


<q <&f we 


T ² tad 
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Gru. Call them forth. 
Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my maſter 
to countenance my miſt; 

Gru. Why, ſhe hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that ? 

Gow, Tt, © Rims, Gar ext. for compeny ts 
countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her. . 


Cru. Why, ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. Welcome home, Grumio. 


Phil. How now, Grumio ? 


Nat. All things are ready; how near is our maſter ? 
Gra. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore 
be net——cocÞ's palben, filence !—— I hear my 


SCENE II. Euter Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves ? what, no man at door 


- held wp way, am whe horſe? Where is 
Nathaniel, Gregory 22 


All Serv. . 
Pet. Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir? 


| You loggerbeaded and waren d grooms: 
What ! no attendance ? ? no duty? 
| Where is the Valk knee 1 before ? 


Gru. Here, Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. i 
Per. You: — you {whoreſon, malt-horſe 
Did nor I bid! thee meet me. in the yark, [drudge, 
And bring along theſe raſcal knaves with thee ? 
Gru. Nathamel's coat, Sir, was not fully made; 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i th heel; 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat; 
0 Wiker' Gy — 
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There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory; 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly; 
Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, raſcals, go, and fetch my ſupper in. 

the life that late I led? ne” CR 
Where is b 
it down, Kate, * 


It was the friar 
As be forth walked on his way. 


Out, out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 
[ Strikes him. 


Be merry, Kate: ſome water, here; what, hoa ! 
| 22 ; 


of orders gray, [ Sings. 


» beatle-headed, 
Come, Kate, fir down ; I know you have a ſtomach 
Will you give thanks, beet Kate, EASALEC? 


What s this, mutton ? 


x Serv. Yes. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Serv. 1. 
Piet. "Tis burnt, eben PN 
What are theſe? where is the raſcal cook ? 
How you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ferve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all. | 

—— ade Plages 

. 


Ch hmm I _ of © 


3 = > 
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What, do you grumble? I'll be with 


And 'tis my hope to end 
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Cath. 1 huſband, be not io d 

y you, 

The ne. n 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'rwas burnt and dry'd away, 

— => JST — 

or ĩt anger; 

And better twere that both of us did faft, 

Since, of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric, 

Than feed it with fuch over-roaſted fleſh. 

Be patient, for to-morrow it ſhall be mended, 

And for this night we'll faſt for company. 

ung LZreunt. 


Nath. Peter, n 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour; 
Gru. Where is he? | 


Enter Curtis, 4 ſervant. | | 
Cart. In her chamber, making a ſermon of conti- = 
nency to her, 
And rails, and ſwears, and rates; that ſhe, poor ſoul, 


Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, 3 
And ſits as one new riſen from a dream. 


Away, away, for be is coming hither. [Exeunt, 
SCENE IM. FEnmter Petruchio. 
Pet. Thus have I politicly begun my reign, 
fucceſsfully : 
My faulcon now is and paſſing empty 


And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full-gorg's, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her hare. | 


Another way I have to man my 


haggard, 

To make her come, and know her keeper's call ; 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe kites; 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She ate 3 2 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to night not; 
Tl find about the making of the bed. 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 
This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets; 

Vor. II. FF 


— PII rait and brawl, 
d with the clamour keep her ſtil] awake. 
a way to kill a wife with kindneſs ;— 


FEE 


SCENE IV. Before Baptifta's hauſe. 
Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 
. Tra. Is't poſſible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you, Sir, | gy yr Sox + > 
Hor. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 
[They und by. 
ine Shaw cnt Lennie, 


Lac. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read ? 
Dian. What, Maſter, read you? firſt reſolve me that. 
Lac. I read that I profeſs, the art of love. 

Dian. And may you prove, „ Lo gba 


Lac. While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my 


[T bey retire backward. 


I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Miſtake no more, — 
Nor a muſician, as I ſeem to be; 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe 
For ſuch a one as leaves a 
And makes a god of fuch a cullion : 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenfio. 


kt” > MmMFMom, www wrH vw:;rtmw wah 


That I have 
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Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever. 
Her. See, how they kiſs and court !——Signior Lu- 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow [ centio, 
Never to woo her more ; but do forfwear her, 
As one unw all the former favours 
fondly flatter'd her withal. | 
Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, 
Never to marry her, ; ſhe intreat. 
Fie on her! fee, how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 
Hor. Would all the world, but he, had quite forfworn, 
For me, r [her ? 
I will be _— 
Ere three days 


Shall win my love : and fo I take my leave, 

In refolution as I fwore before. [Exit Hor. 
PR. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace, 
As longeth to a lover's bleſſed caſe : 


Nay, e * 
And have forfworn you with Hortenſio. 


io a Bianca come forward. 
Bian. Trocky, you Jo but have you both forfworn 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we hav [me? 
Lac. „* 
Tra. V faith, he'll hare a luſty widow now, 

That fall be man's endl waikied in a day. 
Bian, God give him joy ! 
Tra. Ay, =. 1 — 
Bian. He fays fo, Tranio. 
Tra. Faich, he's gone into the 


Bian. — oY is there fuck. 


Tra. Ay, Miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter ; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 


To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


SCENE V. Enter Biondells, running. 
Bion. Oh Maſter, Maſter, 1 
That I'm m dog-weary ; but at laſt I fpy'd 
An ancient engle, gg vm We 2 
2 , 


1 
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Will ſerve the turn. 
Tra. What is he, Biendello ? 
Bion. Maſter, a mercantant, or elſe-a pedant; 
1 know not what ; but formal in apparel; 
Jn and countenance furely like a father. 
And what of him, 'Tranio ? 


Tre. If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
T'l make him glad to ſeem Vincentio, 


| ors toon nfs —— 


As if he were the right Vincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 
[Exeunt Luc. and Bian. 


Enter a Pedant. 


Ped. Cod fave you, Sir. 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 


Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 


OY at the fartheſt for a week or two: 
farther, and as far as Rome; 
ripoly, if God lend me life. 

wy et > I pray? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tru. Of Mantua, Sir? God forbid | 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your life? 
- Ped. My life, Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard. 
Tra. "Tis death for any one in Mantua 
'To come to Padua. Know you not the cauſe ? 
S and the Duke 
or private quarrel twixt your Duke and him 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim d it openly : E. 
*Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come, 
You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 
< Ped. Alas, Sir; it is for me than fo; 


Fer I heve hills for nancy by exctonge 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 


Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courtefy, 
This will I do, and this will I adviſe you; 
Firſt, tell me, Et der 

Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 
Pifa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentic ? 

Ped. I know him not, but I have hcard of him; 


Gare oo Wwouwiwyw, it 
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A merchant of i wealth. 1 
Tra. He is my father, Sir ; and, footh to ſay, 

In count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you 3 


Bion. r W . 
RT 


Tra. To fave your life in-this extremity, 
This favour will 1 do you for his fake; + 
And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes, 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 

And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodr'd : 
Lenk, COSI 2 you as you ſhould, 
You underſtand me, Sir: fo ſhall you ſtay, 
Till you have done your bubneſs in the city. 
FO OE Bir, of it. 

a ir, I do; and will repute ever. 
The patron. of my life and liberty. _ 

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good, 

This by the way I let you underſtand, 

My father is here look'd for every day, 

Tom elmo el — 2 

'Twixt me and one Baptifta's daughter here : 

In all theſe circumſtances. I'll inftru& you: 

— to clothe you as becomes you. 
[Exeunt.. 

SCENE VI. Enter Catharina and Grumio. 

Gru. No, no, forſooth ; I dare not for my life. 

Cath. The more my wrong, the more. his. fn ap- 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 
Beggars that come unto my father's door, 
Upon intreaty, have a preſent alma; 

If not, elfewhere they meet with charity: 
But l, who never knew how to intreat, 

And that. wkich ſpites me more thanall wants, 
He does it under: name of love; 

As who would fay, if I ſhould fleep or eat,, 
*T'were.deadly ſickneſa, or elſe preſent deaths. 
3 


900 


you to a neat's foot? 


How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ? 

Cath. 1 like it well; good Grumio, ferch it me. 

Cru. I cannot tell -l fear it's choleric : 

What fay you to a piece of beef and muſtard ? 
Gas 4 i at Lo tee i fhcd yen. 
Cru. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Cath. Why then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. 
Cru. Nay, then I will not; you fhall have the mu- 


Or elſe you get no beef of Grumio. [ftard, 


Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Cru. Why then the muſtard without the beef. 
Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding flave, 
[ Beats lim. 
That feed ſt me with the very name of meat: 


Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of 
| That triumph thus upon my miſery! = 


Go, get thee gone, I fay. 


SCENE VE 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio, with meat. 


Pet. How fares 1 
Her. Miſtreſs, what cheer ? 
Re Cond. 


Cath. I pray you, let it fland. 


Pet. The paoreſt fervice is repaid with thanks, 
by; eral 


The Taming of the Shrew. Act zv. 
J care not what, fo it be wholeſome food. 


W wo AS. ca. 
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Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou loveſt me 
[.-fde. 


What, haſt thou din'd ? che tailor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruſtling treaſure. 
SCENE VII. ter Tailor. 
Come, Tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 


Why, tis a cockle or a walnut-ſhell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 

Aray with 5. come, ke me hve» Bager, 
1 no 1 „ this doth fit the I | 
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Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay; come, Tailor, let us fee't. 
O mercy, Hear'n, what maſking tuff is here? 
What! this a fleeve? tis like a demi - cannon; 
What, up and down carr'd like an applc-tart ? 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop: 
Why, what a devil's name, Tailor, call thou this? 
Hor. | ſee ſhe's like to ve neither cap nor gown. 


L Aide. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, | 
to the faſhion of the time. 

Pet. Marry, and did : but if you be remembered, 
IT did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home, 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, Sir: 
Fill none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 

Cath. I never ſaw a better · faſhion d gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more co ble > 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 
Pet. Why, true, he means to make a puppet of thee. 
Tai. She fays, your Worſhip means to make a pup- 
Piet. O moſt monſtrous arrogance ! [pet of her. 
Thou lyeſt, thou thread, thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket, thou! 
Brav'd in mine aun houfe with a ſtein of thread: 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 
Or I ſhall fo be-mete thee with thy 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whilft thou liv'ſt. 
I tell thee, I, that thou haſt marr'd her gown. 

Tui. Your Worthip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 
- Juſt as my maſter had direction. 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 
Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the fluff. 
Tai. But how did you defire it ſhould be made? 
Cru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 
Tai. But did you not requeſt to have it cut :?. 
Gru. Thou haſt fac'd many things. 
Tai. Fhave.. 
Cru. Face not me: thou ha? brav'd many 


> 


96e 


men:. 
Krave not me; I will geither be fac'd, nor bra d. 
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unto thee, I bid thy maſter cut out the gown, but I 
1 hang by Ergo thou lyeſt. 
Tai. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify. 
Pet. Read it. 
Gru. The note lyes in's throat, if he fay I faid ſo. 


Tai. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied gown. 

Cru. Maſter, if eves I faid looſe-bodied gown, fow 
<< me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
% bottoms of brown thread. I faid a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a ſmall compaſt cape. 

Cre. I confecls the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk-fleeve. 

Gra. I confeſs two fleeves. 

Tai. The fleeves cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villany. 

Gre, Error i th bill, Sir, error 7 th bill: I com- 
| manded the fleeves ſhould be cut out, and fow'd up | 


= thou ſhou dit know it. 
Gra. I am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give 


me mete-yard, and not me. 
Hor. God-a-merey, | 4 then he thall have no 


Pet. Well, Sir, in brief che gown is 28 


Pet. Go, take it up unto thy maſter's uſe. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: take uy my miſtreſs's 
gown for thy maſter”+ uſe ! 

Pet. Why, Sir „hat's your conceit in that? 

Gru. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for ; 
Take up my miſtreſs's gown unto his maiter's uſe ! ö 
Ob, fie, fic, fie ! 

Pet. Hortenſio, fay, thou wilt ſee the tailor paid. 


La. 
Go, take it hence; be gone, and ſay no more. 
Har. Tailor, In pay thee for thy gown to-morrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words: 
Away, I fay ; commend me to thy maſter. [Exit Tailor. 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your father's, 
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Lord. IWWhe's within there? 
Aſfleep again] go tale him eaffly up, and put him in his 
6wn apparel again. But fee yau wake bim not in any caſe. 

| Serv. Ut all be dune, my Lard ; came help to bear 
bim hence. [They bear off Sly. 

SCENE IX. Befare Baptiffa's houſe. 
Enter Tranio, ard the Pedant dreſs'd like Vincentio. 
Fra. Sir, this is the houſe ; pleaſe it you, that I call? 
Ped. Ay, what elfe! and (but I be deceived), 
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res 
Where we were lodgers, at 
Tra. ee 


With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father. 
Enter Biondello. 


Ped. I warrant you : but, Sir, here comes our | 
Tere good he were ehool'. y boy 


Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta ? - 
Bion. I told him, that your father was in Venice; 
And that you looked for him this day in Padua, : 
Tra. TW art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink; 

Here c mes Baptiſta ; ſet your countenance, Sir. 


SCENE X. Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio. 


Tra. Signior i are 
Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you ftand, good father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for 


my patrimony. i 
Feu. _ —4 Sir, by your leave, having come to 


met. 


To gather in ſome debts, my fon Lucentio 


Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 
Of love between daughter and himſelf : | 
And for the g 


report I hear of you, 
And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 
I am content in a good father's care 
To have him match d; and if you pleaſe to like 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed : 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom I hear ſo well. 
Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay : 
Your plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well. 
Right true it is, ths Led is | 
Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 
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Or both diſſemble their affections; * 
And therefore, if you fay no more than this, 
Thar like a father you will deal with him, 


Your ſon ſhall have my daughter w 
Fra. I thank you, Sir. Where then do you know beſt, 
Be we afficd ; windy aw 
As thall with either part s agreement 

Bap. Not in my houſe, Lacentio; for, you know, 
mes dere ann, and I have many ſervants; 
—_— old Gremio is heark'aing ftill; 


922 — 
"+ Sir, 
There doth TIN 


We'll the buſineſs 
Send for your dau giter by your ſervant here, 
My boy ſhall fetch the fcrivener 


The worſt is this, that at fo ſlender 
You're like to have a thin and ſlender 


pittance. | 
Bap. It likes me well. Go, Cambio, hie you home, 


And bid Bianca make her ready 

And if you will, tell what hath happen d here: 

Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 

Ard how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wife. 
Lac. I pray the Gods ſhe may, with all my heart ! 

Exit. 

ra. Dally not with the Gods, but get thee gone. 

Sigrior Baptiſta, ſhall I lead the way ? 

Welcome! one meſs is like to be your cheer. 

Come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa. 


Bap. Til follow you. Exeunt. 


SCENE XI. Eine, Eucenio aud Biondello. 
Bion. Cambio. 
Lac. What fay'ſ thou, Biondello ? 


Bion. You faw my maſter wink and laugh upon you. 
Lac. Biondello, what of that ? 


Bion. "Faith, nothing; but h as left me here behind 


to expound the meaning or moral of his figos 20d 
tokens, 
Luc, I pray thee, moralize hem. 
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Jian. Then thus. Baptiſta is ſafe, as moans 
father of a deceitful fon. 

Luc. And what of him? 


Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the 
ſupper 


Tos. And then ? 


Bion. The old prieft at St Luke's church is at your 
command at all hours. 


Luc. And what of all this ? 

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are bufied about a 
eounterfeit aſſurance ; take you aſſurance of her, cu 
privilegio ad imprimendun folum ; to tht church rake 
the prieft, clark, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes: if 
this be not that you look for, I bave no more to ſay, 


| bur bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 


Lac. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello ? 

Bien. I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in an 

2rnoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſley to it: f 
and fo may you, Sir; and fo, adieu, Sir; 

hath appointed me to go to St Luke's, to bid 

prieſt be ready to come againſt you cume with your 


_ appendix. [ Ext. 


Lac. I may, and will, if ſhe be ſo contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt? 
Hap what hap may, Fl roundly go about her: 
It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her. [ Exit. 
SCENE XII. 4 green lane. 

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenſio. 
Pet. Come on, o God's name, once more tow'rds 
our father's. 

Cath. The moon! the ſun : 2289 Ä 
now. 
Pet. 1 fay, it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
Cath. I know it is the tun that ſhines fo bright. 
Pet. Now by my mother's fon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, In or what I lift, 
Or ere I journey to your father's houſe : 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again. 


Evermore croft and croft, nothing but croſt 
Vor. II. G & 
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350 The Taming of the Shrew. Act uv. 
Hor. Say as he fays, or we ſhall never go. 


SCENE XII. Euter Vincentio. 

Good-morrow, gentle Miſtreſs, where away ? 
UD Vincentis. 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gemlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What ftars do ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heav'nly face? 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake. 
— —— drteraddance 
him. 

3» „ fair, and freſh, and 
veet, 


* Tn the firſt ſhetch of this pley, printed in 1607, we find two 
ſpeeches in this place worth prgſer vi g, and ſceining to be of the hand 
| of Shakeſpeas, ihe? the reſt of that play is far inferior. Mr Popes 
Fair lovely maiden, young and affable, 

More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 

'F han precious ſurdanyx or purple rocks 

Of Amcthyſts, or pliftering hyacin th 
ueet Cathaziac, this lovely woman 
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352 The Taming of the Shrew. A v. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, © 
And wander ue to ſee thy honeſt fon, 


Who will of thy arrival be fall joyous. 


in. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt ; 
Upon the company you overtake ? 
Har. I do affure thee, father, fo it is. 
Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof : 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. 
Exeunt Pet. Cath. and Vin. 
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Hare to my widow ; and if the be froward, 
Then haſt thou-eaught Hortenſio to be umoward. 
[Exit. 


KEEP WW. AE EMS LI 
Before Lucentic's houſe. 


* on one fide. 
9892 1 OCD ao 
Luc. I fly, Biondello; but they may chance 
to need thee at home, —ä— hae wn 
Bion. Nay, faith, I'll fee the church o your back, 
and then come back to my maſter as ſoon as I can. 
[ Exit. 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all 1i:is white. 


Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio, and Grumio, 
art attendants. | 
Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more towards the market-place ; 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir. 
Vin. You ſhall nos chuſe but drink before you go ; 
I think | ſhall command your welcome here 
And by all likehihood . cheer is toward. [ Knocks. 
Gre. They're buſy within, you were beſt knock Jouder. 
[Pedant looks out of the window. 
Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat down 
the gate? | | | 
Viz. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir ? 


1. 
v. 


Sc. 2. The Taming of the Shrew. 3586 
Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 
Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 

two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourſelf, he ſhall 

Lil 
Pet. Nay, 1 told you, your ſon was beloved in Pa- 

dua. Do you hear, Sir? to leave frivolous circumſtan- 

—— Lecentio that his father 

from Piſa, and is here at the door to ſpeak 


ed Then beſt; his father is come to Padua, and 
here looking out of the window. 
Viz. Art thou his father ? 


Ped. Ay, Sir; ſo his mother ſays, if I may believe 


Pet. Why, how now, gentleman ! why, this is flat 
knavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain. I believe he means 
to cozen ſome body in this city under my countenance. 


SCENE IM. Enter Biondello. 
Bion. I ime Sow Gaps in. Ge nach cegabes. (Gas 


ſend 'em good ſhipping! But who is here! mine old 
maſter Vi Vincemio? now we are undone, and brought to 
Vin. Come hither, [Seeing Biondello. 


Bian. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. 
Vin. Come hither, you rogue, What! have you 


forgot me? 


Bion. mend an. ti. Loion fins, 
for I never ſaw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain ! didſt thou never 
ſee thy maſter's father Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old worthipful old maſter ? Yes, 
marry, Sir, ITA 

Vin. Is t fo indeed ? Ae beats Biondello. 
„ 

me. 

Ped. Help, fon; help, Signior Baptiſta. 

Per. Pr ythee, Kate, let's ftand afide, and fee the 
end of this controverfy. A [They retire. 

933 
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354 The Taming of the Shrew. At v. 


Enter Pedant with ſervants, Baptiſta, and Tranio. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my ſervant ? 

Vin. What am I, Sir! Nay, what are you, Sir? Oh, 
immortal (ods! oh, fine villain! a filken doublet, a 
velvet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloak and a copatain hat: oh, 1 
am undone? ! I am undone ! while I play the good huſ- 
band at home, my ſon and my ſervants ſpend all at the 
_ univerſity. 

Tra. How now, what's the matter ? 

Bap. What, is this man Junatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by your 
habit, but your words ſhew you a madman, Why, Sir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold ? I thank 
my good father, I am able to maintain it. 

Viz. Thy father ! ob villain, he is a ſailmaker in 
Bap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray, 
what do you think is his name ? | | 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not his name: I have 
brought him up ever ſince he was three years oll, and 
his uame is Trans. 


Gre. Stay, officer, he ſhall not go to priſon. 

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gr=inio : I fay, he 
to prifon. 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, left you be c 
catch'd in this buſineſs ; I dare ſwear this is the r: 
Vincentio. | 

Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ft. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not wear it. TE 

Tra. Then thou wert beſt fay that I am not Lucentio ? 


| Sc. 3. The Taming of the Shrew. 255 
Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 
Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him. 


Enter Lucentio and Bianca, 
1 Fin. Thus ſtrangers may be hal'd and abus'd; 
3 monſtrous villain ! 8 þ 
| | Bion. Oh, we are ſpoil'd, ard yonder he is; . 
forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 22 
883 [Exeunt Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant. 
SCENE MW. | 
Luc. Pardon, ſweet father. 
r Vin. Lives my ſweet fon? u. 
L Bian. Pardon, dear father. 
* Bap. How haſt thou offended ? where is Lucentio ? 
n TCentio, 
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356 The Taming of the Shrew. Ad v. 
Cath. Huſband, let's follow, to fee the end of this 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. 

Cath. What, in the midſt of the ftreer ? 

Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me ? 

Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ! but aſham'd to kifs. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again : come, firrah, let's 


away. 
Cath. ** a kiſs ; now pray thee, 


ſtay. 
Pet. Is not this well? come, my fweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Excunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes ts Lacentio's apartments. 


Feſt. 
Bap. Now, in good ſadneſs, fon Petruchio, 
I think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 


Tac. At hft, tho” long, our jarring notes agree: 


And time it is, when raging war is 


Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe : 
My banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up 


After our great good cheer : pray you, fit down ; 


For now we fit to chat, as well as cat. 


357 
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358 The Taming of the Shrew. Ay. 


Hor. Content, what wager ? 
Luc. Twenty crowns. 
Pet. Twenty crowns! 
e ge i mac axes ap we 
twenty times fo much my 
Lac. A hundred then. gs 
Hor. Content. 
Pet. A match; tis done. 
Hor. Who ſhall begin ? 


Lac. That will I. 

2 2 | 
Bion. | go. [Fxit, 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Nianca comes. 


Lac. Tü ave no haly6s TY „f 


| Goe. As. md ded ec wo: | 
os >; Sir, your wife ſend you not a worſe. 


I hope better. 

or. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and intreat my wife to 
come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 

Pet. Oh, oh! intrcat her! nay, then ſhe needs muſt 

come. 

Zar. 1 am afraid, Sir, do you what you can, 
Your's will not be intreated. Now, where's my wife ? 
Dion. She ſays, you have ſome goodly jeſt in hand; 
She will not come : She bids you come to her. 

Fet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 

Oh vile, ed not un te d. 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your miſtreſs, 

Say, I command her to come to me. [Exit Gru. 
Hor. I know her anfwer. | 
Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not. 


Till I be brought to fuch a filly paſs. 


Coſt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper- time. 


Sc. 5. The Taming of the Shrew. 359 
SCENE V. Enter Catharina. 


Bap. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Catharine ! 
Cath. What iz your will, Sir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet. Where is vour ſiſter, ud Honenko's wife ? 
Cath. They fit conferring by the parlour-fire. 

Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their huſbands ; 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. 

[Exit Catharina, 

Lac. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule, and right 
An 22 Rem, what not that's fweet and 


ghter ; 
Fer the is chants ao the had never home. 
Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 


Enter Catharina, Bianca, and Widew. 
See, where ſhe comes, and brings your froward wives 
As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion. 
Catharine, that cap of your's becomes you not ; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 


[She pulls off her cap, and throws it down. 
Mad. Lord, let me never have a cauſe to figh, 


Bian. Fie, what a fooliſh duty call you this ? 
Luc. I would your duty were as fooliſh too 
The wiſdom of —— fair Bianca, 


Bian. The more fool you, for lay ing on my duty. 
Pet. Catharine, I charge thee, tell theſe headſtrong 
women, | 


What duty they owe to their lords and huſbands. 


Wid. Come, come, you're mocking; we will have 
no telling. 


* I Aa v. 
et. Come on, » and firſt begin with her. 
Wid. She ſhall not. 
Pet. I fay, ſhe ſhall; and firſt begin with her. 
Cath. Fie! fie! unknit that threat ning unkind brow, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor. 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads ; 


«© Too little payment for fo great a 
% Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 
« Even ſuch a woman oweth to her huſband : 

And when ſhe's I | 
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Se. 3. The Taming of the Shrew. 
Our 
That ſeeming to he moſt, which we indeed leaſt are . 


362 


ſtrength is weak, our weakneſs paſt compare; 


— Sim, give' more wine—What, 


all the players gone ? am not Ia Lord? | 

Pg a come, art thou drunk 
Sly. Who's this ? Tapfter! oh, I have had the brau- 

eft dream that ever thou heardſ# in all thy life. 

Tap. Tea, marry, but thou hadi beft get thee home, 

> noms courſe you for dreaming here all 


"ly. Will ſbe? 1 know bow to tame a ſhrew. 7 
dream d upon it all this night, and thou haſt wal d me 
out of the beſt dream that ever I had. att 


wife, and tame her too, if ſhe anger me. 


We two are married, bur you two are ped. 
"Twas I won the wager, —— 7s 
And being a winner, 22 

enut Petruchio and Catharina. 
Hor. Now, go thy ways, HO 9 — | 
Lac. Tis a wonder, 23 9 


Enter, &c- L 


The End of the SzconDd VoLuns. 


